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Dilucida & negligenter quoque e aperta; ut in ani- 
2 oc tanquam ſol in oculos, etiamſi in eam non inten- 


a occurrat, are ut non intelligere poſſit ſed ne om- 
nino poſſit non intelligere curandum. QuiN TIL. 


If you would make a Speech, or write one, 
Or get ſome Artiſt to indite one, 
Don't think, becauſe it's underſtood 
By Men of Senſe, it's therefore good, 
But let your Words ſo well be plann'd, 
That Blockheads can't miſunderſtand. 
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HOMER's ILIAD. 


ARGUMEN T. 


* ALLAS, who en the Grecan ſide is, 
Supports the courage of Tydides. 


From Pand*rus he receives a wound, 


IF hich ſoon ſhe cur d, and made him found: 


= Then order d matters ſo that he 


The heathen deities might ſee. 
But, hark ! ſays ſhe, a word between us, 
Take care you fight with none but Venus. 
Pand'rus Aineas joins with ſpeed, 

To go and fight this Diomed. 

B 


> ARGUMENT 


The firſt is ſlain, the laſt knock'd down, 
And would have been demoliſhed ſoon, 
But Venus coming in the nick, 

Fler baſtard ſau'd, but got a prick 

In her ſoft hand, which made her roar, 
She ne'er felt ſuch a prick before. 
Apollo comes to help her out, 

And bears Aineas from the rout. 

Mars turns the Trojans back from flight, 
And helps great Hector in the fight. 
Aneas cured, returns to battle, 

And makes the Grecian doublets rattle. 
Sarpedon in this woeful fuſs, 

Kills the foul-mouth'd Tlepolemus ; 
Pallas and Juno come from heauv'n, 
And find affairs at fix and ſeven; 
Diem. they ſend *gainſi Bully Mars, 
He wounds his godſbip in the ae, 
Il do made more clatter with his roaring, 

Than the whole bench of judges ſnoring. 
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ND now this furious fighting jade, 

A By poets call'd the Martial Maid, 

The courage of Tydides heats 

To make him do ſuch mighty feats, 
That, if with others you compare him, 
He ſeems a whale beſide a herring. 
That he might ſee the foe to handle, 
She in his beaver ſtuck a candle, 
Which made him cut a dreadful figure, 
And look at leaſt twelve inches bigger: 
A light all o'er his pate it ſpread, | 
Which, like the Dog-ftar, ſeem'd all red. 
Againſt his potlid darting full 
This light reflected from his ſcull. 
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And thus, ſor which the devil pelt her, 
She drove him onward helter ſkelter. 
Two ſons of Dares neat and ſmart , 
Were ſeated in a three-wheel'd cart; 

Their father's wealth was not the leaſt, 

And mighity honeſt for a prieſt ; | 
Yet, though he was as rich as Debs, 
His tenants never ſaid, you fleece us. 

In Vulcan's ſooty temple he 

Himſelf delighted much to be; 

But as the boys were dull at writing, 

He choſe to train them up to fighting. 

Now for renown they both drew. nigh, 

And Phegeus let his broomſtick fly; 

But being only random ſhot, 

It miſs'd, becauſe it hit him not. 

*T was now Tydides turn to try, 

Who quickly let his bodkin fly, 

Which gave his ftomach ſuch a thump, 

As fell'd the lad upon his rump. 

Ideus then was glad to run, 

And leave ith? lurch his mother's ſon ; 

Though, had not limping Vulcan taken 

Some pains to ſave the young man's bacon, 
His running could not, I aſſure ye, 

Have fay'd him from the Grecian's fury; 
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(For Tyd. could run in time of need, 
What jockies call a helliſh ſpeed) | 
But in a cloud, black as your hat, 

So cloſe he hid the yonker, that 


* 


The Greek might look himſelf quite blind * 


Before he could the ſtrippling find. 
Howe' er he thought by right of war, 
*T was proper he ſhould ſeize the car; 
And all recov'ry to prevent, | 
He ſtreight diſpatch'd it to his tent. 


Zooks ! cry the Trojans in a fright, » 
One's ſlain, and tother's vaniſhed quite! 


Meanwhile, Minerva never ſick 
Of playing Troy ſome lipp'ry trick ; 
For by the ſequel you will find 
Paris was ever in her mind: 
Although ſhe was of wiſdom goddeſs, 


Vet what moſt ſtrange to me and odd is, 


To be the wiſeſt would not do, 

But ſhe muſt be the prettieſt too; 
Which ſhews, in ſpite of wiſdom's ſway, 
A woman's will muſt have its way : 
Her head was now of crotchets full 
How to hum Mars's leaden ſcull: 

Quoth ſhe, and graſp'd his bloody fiſt, 
Certain to lead him where ſhe liſt, 
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O thou that ſet'ſt the world by th' ears, 
And bring'ft them into quaking fears, 
Let all theſe hangdogs ficht it out, 
And Jove decide the end o' th' rout 
Let us depart, for if we ſtay, 
lle ſwears he'll drive us both away! 
And you well know in what queer faſhion 
He uſes people in his paſſion ! 
"Theſe words abate the cut-throat's mettle, 
His boiling pluck began to ſettle. 
Upwards they mount like buſtards two, 
And to the banks of Xanthus flew ; 
Where down they ſat to hear the moans 
Of batter'd ſculls and broken bones. 
Meantime the furious Grecians follow 
The Trojans with a whoop and halloo, 
Who having loft their bully Mars, 
Got ev'ry man a kick i'th' ---- : 
Nay, Fame, who all men's buſineſs knows, 
Says ev'ry Grecian mauP'd two foes. 
Firſt Odius tumbled in the dirt, 
And he might blame Atrides for't : 
In his old cart he thought to fly, 
But the bluff Greek was got too nigh ; 
His knotty broomſtick reach'd his back, 
And lent him ſuch a thund'ring thwack 
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As made him with a vengeance feel, 

And fell'd him headlong o'er the wheel. 

Pheſtus, old farmer Dorus' fon, 

Saw it was time for him to run, 

But thought it the moſt prudent part 

To carry off his horſe and cart; 

So ſtrove to mount, when in the nick 

Idomeneus ſent his ſtick, 

Which chanc'd his ſhoulder blade to reach, 
And fell'd him flat upon his breech. 

Scamandrius then, a huntſman good 

As ever drove through plain or wood, 

Next tumbled down : Diana taught 

This ſwain how ſnipes and hares are caught; 

How in a ſcarcity of cats, 

To clear folks* barns from mite and rats, 

By ſetting traps, and that way rout 'em, 

Or with a croſsbow he could ſhoot 'em ; 

Yet at this criſis all his art 

Did not avail a fingle — ; 

The cuckold * fetch'd him ſuch a ſtroke 

As half his ribs and back-bone broke; 

Down came pilgarlick with a bang, 

And loud his copper potlid rang. 


— 


2 Menelaus, 
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Then Phericles, a good mechanic, 

Seiz'd with a Preſton-paniſh panic, 

Ran ftoutly, which Merion eyeing, 

With his tough broomſtick ſhot him flying. 
For building huts, and boats, and lighters, 

The de'el a loon among theſe fighters 
Could be compared to Pherocles : 

He beat a thouſand ſuch as theſe. * 
The boat he built, each plank and piece, 
That carried Paris o'er to Greece; 

But little thought that he was doing 

A job that ended in his ruin. 

The broomſhaft bruis'd his hip or ige, 

No matter which to you or IJ. 

' Antenor's bye-blow next ſucceeds, 

And by a mighty mopſtick bleeds : 

Though ftrange, Antenor's wife, tis known, 
Nurs'd this young baſtard like her own, 
*T'was labour loſt, for Meges ſoon 

With an old mopſtick brought him down. 

Whiz through the air the weapon ſung, 

Knock'd out his teeth, and ſplit his tongue. 

Hypenor, who was far too good 

To live among ſo vile a brood, 

Was curate to Scamander's flood, 


Near which his houſe and garden ſtood z 
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Euripilus his ſnoulder ſtruck, 

And lent it a confounded knock; 

Which glancing downward bruis'd his hand, 
And holy blood drop'd o'er the ſand. 

The curate's pray'rs, though very good, 
Could not prevent his loſing blood. 

Thus ſweat and broil'd, each in his poſt; 
But Diomed ſtill rul'd the roaſt : 

Like Jack with lanthorn on he moves, 

Now here, now there, Drawcanſer roves. 
If they won't fight, their ſteps he traces, 
And kicks, their bums, or ſcrats their faces: 
Thus when a haſty ſhower comes down 
Upon a ſneaking taylor's crown, 

The ſtream a mighty world annoys, 

And ſwarms of nits and lice deſtroys ; 

W aſhes. the louſy varlet clean, 

And nits and lice have bred in vain: 

Juſt ſo Tydeus' angry ſon 

Confounds his foes, and kicks them down. 
Now Pandarus was ſtung to th' quick 

To ſee the knave thus bounce and kick, 
With might and main his bow he bent, 
And twang a pointed arrow went, 

Which in his ſhoulder made a wound, 
And well nigh brought him to the ground; 
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One hair breadth further had it enter'd, 

The man, in whom their hopes were center'd, 
Had gone to pot ; when Pand'rus cries, | 
Hither, ye Trojans, turn your eyes, 

And view this mighty Grecian fighter, 
Whom I have made twelve ounces lighter ; 
Kill him, if you dare venture near him, 
If not, there's little cauſe to fear him; 
My ſhaft will ſurely cloſe his eyes, 

Or Phcebus tells a pack of lyes. 

Juſt then did Diomed retire, 

And thus beſpoke his truſty *ſquire, 
Don't mind my making faces, Sirrah ! 
But lug me out this curſed arrow. 

The 'ſquire then laid his fingers to't, 
And in a moment pluck'd it out ; 

When thus the valiant captain pray'd, 

O Pallas, bold celeſtial maid |! 

Thou fighting female, Jove's own daughter, 
Whom no man ever ſaw make water 
Who never let a ſingle poop, 

Perfum'd thy petticoats or hoop |! 

If e'er thou help'd my little father, 
Honour from ſcrapes and broils to gather, 
Aſſiſt me now to cure this wound, 


And make me quickly ſtrong and ſound; 
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So ſtrong and hearty that I ſoon 
May knock this ſcurvy ſcoundrel down, 
Who dares thus ſaucily withſtand 
The man that fights by thy command. 
*T was done almoſt as ſoon as ſaid, 
The fighting queen his call obey'd; 
That all reſiſtance might be vain, 
She made his limbs as big again. 
Be bold! ſhe cries, where'er thou go'ſt, 
And of thy valour make the moſt ; 
Take care to fight by my direction, 
And T'll take care to yield protection: 
Nay more, [I'll conjure ſo that you 
The gods from mortal rogues may know. 
Shun thou the firſt, nor dare to touch 
What for thy ſtrength may be too much ; 
But if you meet the whoring goddeſs 
Ram thy ſtiff weapon through her boddice z 
Take care you come not near her thighs, 
For there a dang'rous mouſe- trap lies: 
Though I am fore afraid you'll miſs her, 
And 'ſtead of fighting long to kiſs her; 
But if you do, obſerve me well, 
PII drive both her and you to hell: 
When ſhe appears, don't gaping ſtand, 
But uſe the tool you have in hand; 
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If you grope out for any other, 

Don't. think that I my wrath ſhall ſmother ; - 
But will, inſtead of lending help, 

Drub you myſelf, you whoring whelp. 
Think not I threaten what I won't 
Perform, for ſplit me if J don't. 

This ſaid, ſhe vaniſh'd out of ſight, . 
And he again prepar'd for fight. 

As on a chop when hunger calls, © 

A needy half-pay enſign falls, 

If the ſmug waiter ſtumbling leaves 
Some drops of greaſe upon his ſleeves, 
He ſwears and raves-in direful note. 
For ſpoiling of his ſcarlet coat; 

The trembling waiters dare not ſtay, 
But nimbly take themſelves away, 
Afraid of drubbing, kicks, or cuffing, 
And leave the dreadful captain huffing. 
Juſt ſo Tydides fights and bluſters, 
And Trojans run, and fall in cluſters ; 
Before, one ſerv'd his turn; but now 
His mighty fury murders two, 
Aſtynous he firſt did ſlaughter ; 
Hypenor quickly follow'd after : - 

Theſe left, he in a bloody rage 

Steps on, two others to engage, 
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Sons of Eurydamas they were, 5 
Who was a fortune; teller rare; 

Whilſt men conſult for ſtolen horſes, 
He took good care to ſteal their purſes z 
Yet could he not by magic read 

His ſons ſhould fall by Diomede ; 

But ſo it prov'd this ſame clean birch 
Was by the devil left i“ th” lurch, 
Who did not give one hint that he 
His ſons again ſhould never ſee. 
Thus ſwimmingly the chief went on, 
And kill'd two birds-with ev'ry ſtone. 
Young Xanthus next this warrior flew, 
And eke his brother Thoon too, 

The only ſons of aged Phænops, 
Who got much pelf by brown and green —_—_ 
But ſuffering both to liſt for rangers, 

His mi ohty wealth now goes to ſtrangers. 
As when a lordly bailiff ſtands 

With dreadful writs in both his hands, 

Poets by pairs he firſt falls on, 

And pulls them from their garrets down 
So he two fellows, Priam's ſons, 

Fell'd with one ſtroke upon their\bums. 
ZEneas ſaw his townſmen bleed, 


-Or-fly before this Diomed, 
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Which made him in a mighty fuſs | 
Seek for the brawny Pandarus ; 

And having found him thus he ſpoke ; 
Well met, my honeſt heart of oak, 

Thy winged darts, and fatal bow 

Will be of mighty ſervice now ; 
That curſed rogue for Godſake maul, 

Elſe he will bruiſe and lame us all; 

Some angry god perhaps doth chuſe 5 
To fight us for neglect of vows, 

And pinching him of bulls and cows; - 
Such things, I own, muſt be provoking, 
For hungry gods can't bear ſuch joking. 

Whate'er he be, if man, defeat him, 

If he's a god, we'll then intreat him : 
The Lycian thus, if I can ſee, 

"Tis Diomede : by Jove, tis he 

Or elſe a god, who, thus array'd, 

; Wears that rogue's coat in maſquerade. 
If it's the man, ſome witch Pl! ſwear, 
Preſerves him ſafe from dart and ſpear : 

1 wing'd a dart as good and true 
As ever any bowman drew; 

Deep in his ſhoulders fix'd a wound, 
J thought muſt ſtrike him to the ground; 

But ſome curſt Lapland witch indeed 

Hath {ſtood his friend in time of need, 
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And out of malice to us all 

Has made my arrow idly fall. 

Skill'd in the bow, I choſe to come 

On foot, and left my cart at home ; 

Not but of carriages I've plenty, 

My ſhare amounts to half of twenty. 

My father bid me truſt the car 

For fame and ſafety in the war; 

But vain in youth, and thrifty too, 

I Cen reſolv'd to truſt my bow; 

Becauſe, my friend, I could not ſay, 

If corn was cheap with you, and hay ; 

Should not your paſtures prove extenſive, 

To pay for corn would be expenſive: 

So like an aſs---to Troy I came, 

Leaving my cars was much to blame; 

With this my curſt unlucky bow, 

I hurt not, but provoke the foe ; 

I could, as ſure as I was born, 

Find in my heart to break the horn : 

A luckleſs dog, to come to th' field 

Without a warrior's ſpear or ſhield. 
Eneas thus, My friend for ſhame, 

Thy bow and arrows do not blame, 

They're Phœbus' gifts, with theſe one may 

At diſtance fifty horſes ſlay; 
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They have their uſes, friend, but now 

We want the cart and horſes too; 

Then, prithee, on the box do you 

Nimbly mount up, and drive jehu: 

My father's ſteeds, a noble race, 

Are train'd to ſtop, or turn, or chace. 

Myſelf againſt this man will ſtand, _ 

And fight the raſcal hand to hand; 

Or, if to meet his arm you dare, 

The cart tits then ſhall be my care. 
Pand'rus replies, without more tattle, 

Rule you your own celeſtial cattle, 

To guide them beſt you practis'd are, 

'Therefore may do it to a hair ; 

Beſides, if hap that you and I 

Should run, you'll make them faſter fly; 

With me if reſty they ſhould grow, 

He might demoliſh us you know : 

Be coachman then, and I ſhan't fear 

To fight this mighty man of war. 
Thus having ſettled the account, 

The cart then inſtantly they mount; 

With furious haſte they drive the cattle, 

And thund'ring ſeek the thickeſt battle; 

Tydides“ *ſquire, with half an eye, 

Quickly perceiv'd 'em drawing nigh, 
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Then cries brave Diomede, I ſee , 
Two luſty lubbers aim at thee ; 
One is the ſon of old Lycaon, 
3X Toother of him that us d to lay on 
The goddeſs Venus: what's his name? 
3X Anchiſes.---Right, the very ſame. 
Enough you've done, then do no more, 
But ſpeed away to yonder ſhore, 
And fave your precious life which may 
Save all our lives another day. 
Tydides look'd confounded foul, 
His coachman vex'd him to the foul ; 
Then ſpeaks, Thou blund”ring baſe bel vyeathet, 
Think'ſt thou, I'm ſhod with running leather! 
What haſt thou ever ſeen, to hope 
PI run away like Johney Cope? 


1 value not a fig their bouncing, 


They want a little of my trouncing 
For if I form my judgment right, 
Pve got an Highland ſecond ſight, 
By which I will convince you ſoon 
One of theſe bullies muſt come down. 
If it ſhould happen in the jumble, 
That both theſe mighty heroes tumble, 
As from my ſoul I wiſh they may, 
Be ſure you my commands obey : 

C 
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My horſes to my cart tail tye ; 

You'll hear my reaſon by and by; 

Then mount Aneas* empty ſeat, 

And drive his carriage to the fleet. 

You little think theſe horſes are 

A breed ſo mighty ſcarce and rare. 

On Troy great Jove beſtow'd the breed, 

In lieu of little Ganymede. 

Childers or Conqueror cannot 

Run half ſo fleet as they can trot ; 

The ſwifteſt tits of earthly ſeed 

Compar'd to theſe are dung-cart breed, 

Anchiſes, like a cunning elfe, 

Stole leaps in plenty for himſelf. 

Four of theſe ſteeds his ſtalls contain, 

Two draw Eneas o'er the plain; 

Could we but catch theſe nags, I know 

What feathers in our caps would grow. 
Whilſt thus they talk'd,-they both came on, 

And Pandarus.the firſt begun. 

Well met, brave Colonel, hit or miſs 

Fl] try again, fo take you this: 

Where my unlucky bow did fail 

A well-aim'd broomſtick may prevail. 

Then threw the ſtaff : the ſudden ſtroke 

Quite through and through his potlid broke; 

| Wo z 
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But, guided by the goddeſs Luck, 

It in his greaſy buff belt ſtuck. 

I've ſous'd him now, the Lycian cries i 

Not yet, the Grecian chief replies 

Your broomſtick, friend, has chanc'd to fail. 
PI try if mine will now prevail. 

Both can't eſcape, one goes at leaſt, 

The furious god of war to feaſt. 


He ſaid, and riſing on his toes 


Hit the proud Lycian on the noſe; 

Betwixt his eyes the ſtaff drove in, 

And bruis'd both noſe, and mouth, and chin; 

With ſuch a rattle from the cart 

He fell as made the horſes ſtart ; 

Earth groan'd as ſhe receiv'd him tumbling, 

And the ſoul left the body grumbling. 

His ſtaff Æneas durſt not ſend, 

But kept it ſaſe to guard his friend. 

Watchful he turns the point each way, 

To guard the Grecians from their prey, 

And did fo rave, and curſe, and ſwear, 

The de'el.a Grecian durſt go near; 

When Diomedes ſtooping down, 

Took up a heavy ragged ſtone; 

Four modern beaus could hardly lift 

This ſtone, though fix might make aſhift z 
US: 
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Floriſh'd it round, then let it go 

With ſuch a vengeance on the foe, 

With ſuch a fury let it fly, 

As wounded both his hip and thigh ; 

The ſkin was broke, the bone was ſmaſh'd, 

And head o'er heels the warrior daſh'd ; 

His ſwimming eyes perceiv'd a miſt, 

His ſwimming .thighs were ſore bepiſt. 

By death he'd ſure been o'ertaken, 

If Venus had not ſav'd his bacon ; 

But, mindful of the many ſlices 

She got on Ida with Anchiſes, 

The many hours of pleaſing fun 

She ſpent at getting of this ſon, 

Reſolv'd, at any rate or coſt, 

He ſhould not be ſo poorly loſt ; 

Behind my veil, where none can ſee us, 

Thinks ſhe, I'll hide this ſon /Eneas. 

She then in earneſt buckled to't, | 

And bore him ſafe through horſe and foot. 
Now Sthenelous prepar'd t'obey 

The worgs he heard his maſter ſay, 

His horſes quickly put aſide, 

And ſafely to the cart tail ty'd : 

Then to the Trojan ſteeds he goes, 

Adjuſts the bridles o'er their noſe ; 
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Nor did he ſpare their nimble feet 

Till he had reach'd the Grecian fleet: 

To thee, Deipylus, he cries, 

I give in charge this weighty prize; 

Then mounts his cart, and takes the rout 

To find his maſter kill-cow out. 

The col'nel, when he found his prey 

Some how or other ſlipp'd away, 

Says to himſelf, what rogue between us 

Could throw this bar, unleſs twas Venus. 

Should it be ſo, though faith it odd is 

For mortal man to fight a goddeſs ; 

. Yet fince ſhe does me fo provoke, 

PI try if I can't get a ſtroke. 

1 This ſaid, the plain he ſweeps along 

38S To find out Venus in the throng ; 

f Through all the thickeſt ranks he bounds, 

And with his ſtaff the goddeſs wounds, 

Within her buff he drove his ſtick, 

Which hurt her hand, and made her ſick. 

The wound emits tranſparent blood, 

As bright and clear as chryſtal flood, 

Not like mankind's corrupted ſtreama, 

Where fevers rage, and miſchief teems. 

Help, murder, help, the goddeſs cries, 

- Whilſt tears bedew'd her coaxing eyes; 
wa 19K 
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The devil take this Diomede, 

See, he has made a goddeſs bleed. 

If Jove protects theſe ſons of bitches, 
To treat ns thus like Lapland witches, 
He'll firſt repent, I know full well, 

Give rogues an inch they'll take an ell ; 
Beſides, what makes me more undone, 

P th' ſcuffle I have loſt my ſon ; | 
But Phcebus took him, and with clouds 
The wounded chief from danger ſhrouds. 

Tydides then, with taunting cries, 
Inſults poor Venus as ſhe flies, 

From war's rough trade you'd beſt forbear, 
Such people have no buſineſs here; 
Mongſt boys and girls your time employ, 
The coward lull, the fair decoy, 

Thy wound remember, learn to fear, 

Nor 'tempt again this kind of war. 

Thus the Greek ſcolds, with woeful face 
The goddeſs flies, and mends her pace; 
When madam Iris quickly miſt her, 

And flew like light'ning to aſſiſt her: 
The queen ſhe found with faded charms, 
Her cheeks all pale, and black her arms, 
To look for Mars they ſpeed away, 
Amidſt dark clouds the murd' rer lay; 
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Blubb'ring ſhe tells him ſhe is come 

To beg his car to drive her home; 

Then ſhews the god that Diomed | 

Had puſh'd it home, and made her bleed. 
Mars, liſtning, pricks up both his ears, 

Then anſwers, madam, dry your tears, 

My chariot and my horſes too 

I'll order inſtantly for you; 

The goddeſs of the painted bow 

Can drive you ſpecial well I know. 

They mount, the nimble horſes fly, 

And in a twinkling reach the ſky ; 

Where both alight, put up their ſteeds, 

Which Iris with new clover feeds ; 

Then to her mammy Venus goes, 

And tells her ſad and grievous woes, 

She rais'd her in her arms, quite ſick, . 

And aſk'd her where ſhe got that prick. 
No god, quoth ſhe, hath done this hurt, 

It wes a thing made up of dirt ; 

A mortal rogue, call'd Diomede, 

Has made a heavenly goddeſs bleed; 

No more with Troy they war will wage, 

But with the gods themſelves engage. 

Dione thus, have patience daughter, 


To fret and fume won't mend the matter: 
C4 
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Men from the gods all' woes receive,. 
And a few back again they give; 
E'en Mars was forc'd to fret and tear, 
Lodg'd under ground a tedious yours 
Otus and Epialtus faſt 
Confin'd the cub, and if at laſt 
By Hermes he'd not been let looſe, 
He'd ne'er return'd to his own houſe. 
To Jove's own rib, who would believe 
Amphitryon's ſon ſuch pain could give; 
Nor could black Pluto, hell's grim goed; 
Keep quiet in his own abode, 
A dart from Herc'les entrance found, 
And his hard iron breaſt did wound. 
Since his own hell was not ſecure 


From wounds, he fled to heaven for cure ; 


Where honeſt Peon ſtrok'd the wound, 
And ſent him back to hell quite ſound. 
This Diomed was urg'd by Pallas, 


Who cares not if he comes to th' gallows, 


Nor heeds ſhe, be he Jew or Turk, 
That undertakes her dirty work: 
This Diomed ſhall never ſee 

A prat'ling infant on his knee, 

To cry, when he has ceas'd to roam, 
Daddy, you're very welcome home: 
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For yet I fay, this Diomede 
By ſome ſtrong- fiſted god may bleed; 
Then ſhall his wife, diſturb'd in ſleep, 
Drive all her maids about like ſheep, 
Shall rave, and roam, and rant, and roar, 
My ftrong-back'd huſband is no more, 
This ſaid, ſhe ſquatted on her bum, 
And waſh'd the wounded palm in rum; 
Then to the ſore apply d anon 
The drops of mighty Turlington. 
Juno and Pallas grinning fat, 
When thus the laſt began to chat :. 
Suffer poor Venus now to tell 
How this unlucky chance befel : 
*T was thus, as trying to inſpire: 
A Grecian girl with am'rous fire, 
And telling her what pretty. ſport 
Briſk girls would find i“ th* Trojan court, 
The wench's clumſy girdle buckle 
Wounds her ſoft hand, and rubs her knuckle. 
A ſmile now cover'd Jove's gruff face, 
Who cries, come here, you ſimple laſs, 
In love's encounters thou may'ſt ſhine, 
But don't in murd'ring battles join; 
Make thou the moſt of beauty's charms, 
Let Mars and. Pallas fight with arms, 
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They chatted thus, whilſt on the plain 

Tydides fought with might and main ; ; 

As he had made poor Venus fly, 

He means Apollo next to try, 

And hopes Eneas may be kill'd, 

Tho' hid behind his godſhip's ſhield ; 

Three ſtrokes, full but, at Sol he makes, 

Three times his ſhield Apollo ſhakes ; 

The fourth, a mighty ſound there comes, 

Exceeding twenty thouſand drums. 5 
Give o'er, you aſs, and know the odds 

Betwixt your loggerheads and gods : 

We are immortal, can't fee death, 

Whilſt you, like vermin, creep on earth 

Till, having made a ſtinking rout, 

We clap our foot and tread you out. 
Thus ſpake the fiery god of day, 

And Tyd was glad to ſneak away ; 

Phcebus the Trojan quickly bore, 

And lodg'd him in his holy tower, 

Where Phœbe, help'd by wiſe Latona, 

Examin'd ev'ry nerve and bone a, 

Strengthen'd each part, with glory crown'd 

The warrior ſtrutted whole and ſound, 
Mean time Apollo makes a face 

Of clouds to take /Eneas* place: 
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The body, head, and arms, and legs, 
And jerkin, were as like as eggs. 
This phantom in the battle ſtood, 
And fought as if *twere fleſh and blood ; 
But yet the de'el a ſoul could wound it, 
Though bloody blows were ſtruck around it. 
In the mean time, from Troy's high walls, 
To bluſt'ring Mars Apollo calls: 
Thou mighty god that miſchief ſhowers, 
And batters down the ſtrongeſt towers, 
Riſe up! and in thy fury ſeek 
To kill yond harum ſcarum Greek : 
The rogue to Venus gave a wound 
I thought had made the goddeſs ſwoon'd. 
On me he ventures next, nor doubt 
He'll mighty Jove attack to bout. 
Away the battle-monger goes, 
Reſolv'd to pelt the Trojan's foes 
But ſerjeant- like begins to form 
The ranks before he heads the ſtorm; 
Thoſe ſcatter'd up and down the plain 


He ſoon reduc'd to form again ; 

Himſelf array'd in Ac'ma's dreſs, | 

Pronounc'd this ſpeech, nor more nor leſs : 
O Priam's ſons, O Trojans, fie 

How can you ſee your comrades fly? 
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Fly without making much reſiſtance, 
And you not ſpeed to their aſſiſtance; 
— by my life, I ſhame to ſee us ! 
- Conſider but, how brave /Eneas 
(Though Hector's ſelf's not more renown'd) 
Lies groaning with a dreadful wound. 
Thus like an Indian prieſt, to th' top 

He blew the Trojans' courage up. 
Sarpedon was the firſt inſpir'd, 

And thus the Trojan hero fired: 

Say, where 1s all thy former boaſt ? 

Or, is thy heart in breeches loſt ? 

Thou ſaid'ſt, the help of thy bold brothers 
Was aid enough, no need of others; 
The time is come, I ſee a pinch, 

That ev'ry man of you can flinch, 

Can ſtand aloof, or run away, 

And leave t$ Heſſian troops the fray, 

To me it matters not a groat, 

My goods and chattels lie remote; 

I've gold in plenty, ſilver ſtore; 

But, what J value ten times more, 

A handſome wife, and child ſo pretty, 
Y-au'd think to leave em were a pity ; 

Yet for all that, you ſee I chear 

My Lycian bands, and fight your war, 
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3 Though T have little cauſe to fret, - | 

Tf The Greeks from me can nothing ge; 

But Hector idle ſtands, nor cares 28 

How it with other people fares. 

The brave at thy command will fight, 

And for old Troy exert their might. 

Prithee look ſharp, and tell us, how 

From ruin thou can'ſt ſave us now? 

With thy beſt troops the Greeks oppoſe, 

We'll not be laſt to face the foes. | 
Bold Hector both his ſhoulders ſcrubs, 

He reliſh'd not the Lycian's rubs ; 

Yet cooly took it in good part, 

'Then nimbly leap'd from off his cart ; 

In either hand a ſtaff did take, 2 

That made the boldeſt Grecian ſhake ; 

Then turn'd his tatter'd rogues from flight, 

And led them on again to fight. 

They turn, they ſtand, they ſhame to Ainch, 

Nor do the Grecians budge an inch. 

As in a barn the chaff doth riſe, 

And fly about the thraſher's eyes, 

His well-worn doublet covers quite, 

And changes greaſy brown to white; 

Juſt ſo appear'd the Grecian forces, 

Cover'd with duſt by carts and horſes, 
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Mars, with his black and bloody targe, 
Flies o'er their heads, and bids them charge; 
Moſt hugely pleas'd he is to follow | 
The taſk aſſign'd him by Apollo. 
Soon as the maid, with eyes ſo blue, 
The battle left, and homeward flew, 
Mars watch'd the abſence of that jade 
To bring the fainting Trojans aid, 
And then to all the circle round 
Produc'd Æneas, ſafe and ſound, 
| Attended by his guards and peers, 
Which eas'd the Trojans of their fears. 
What way he came they little care, 
But by their ſhouts their joy declare ; 
Fierce diſcord ſtorms with mighty noiſe, 
Apollo ſhouting rais'd his voice : 
Fame roars with all her hundred tongues, 
Mars almoit tears his brazen lungs. 
Tydides with each Ajax ſtood, 
Ulyſſes too, all dawb'd with blood, 
So firm, you'd think *em made of wood, 
The Grecians clos'd their files, and then 
Expect the foe, like Engliſhmen, 
No word was heard through all the hoſt, 
They look as made of ſtone or poſt. - 
Thus the clouds hang on mountains high 
When there's no wind to make 'em fly; 
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Thus ſeem the chimnies of a forge, 


When firſt they ſmoke and ſoot diſgorge. 
And now the gen'raliſſimo 
Thro' all the ranks trots to and fro, 


Ordered the men to proper places, 
Set their toes right, and turn'd their faces. 


Then to his fainting rogues doth cry : 


Ye Greeks, be-brave ! the combat's nigh, 


Live glorious, or in battle die! 
The coward that can fighting ſhun 
Is ardly worth b'ing piſt upon. 

lo more he jabber'd, but on high 
In air he let his weapon fly. 


The broomſhaft hap'd to light upon 
A hearty cock, nam'd Deicoon, 
neas' friend, belov'd by all 


'The race of Priam great and ſmall ; 
Long had he fought in foremoſt ranks, 
And oft” receiv'd the ſpeaker's thanks; 
His potlid, though exceeding tough, 
To ward the blows not ſtrong enough, 
The targe it bruis'd, the belt it cut, 
And lent him a damn'd knock o' th' gut. 
The ſtroke diſpatch'd the loon to hell, 
And his teeth chatter'd as he fell. 
Eneas ſtraight lugs out his blade, 


And like a man about him laid. 
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Juſt like two maſtiff puppies, which 


And quick to his aſſiſtance flies; 
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At two good ſtrokes he cut two up, 
And ſent em with old Nick to ſup. 
Their pedigrees if you will trace, 
You'll find but few of higher race. 
Theſe ſparks demoliſh'd by AEneas 
Were true deſcendants of Alpheus. 
They came to help the cuckold Greek, 
His cuckold-making wife to ſeek ; 


* 


Had ſtray'd too early from the bitch, 
Ventur'd, before their teeth were grown, 
To fight, ſo both got tumbled down. 
Great Menalaus, fit to cry, | 
Full tilt does at ZEneas fly. 

Mars urg'd him on to make this ſtand, 
And feel the Trojan's heavy hand. 

This Nefſtor's valiant ſtrippling 'ſpies, 
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For, thinks he, ſhould this ſpouſe of Nelly 
Get a hard knock acroſs his belly, 

By all this trouble we ſhall gain 

To know our labour is in vain. 

The heroes now had met each other, 

And ſhak'd their nobs at one another; 
When fierce Antilochus was ſeen 

To throw his potlid in between. 
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4 The Trojan reliſh'd not this play, | 
so turn'd about and march'd away, 
Leaving the dead men to the Greeks, 


And for more equal matches ſeeks. 


There was a man well cloath'd in buff, 
That lead the Paphlagonians tough. 
Atrides took the proper ſeaſon 

With an old ſaw to cut his weazon ; 
His truſty *ſquire, old Neſtor's ſon 
Maul'd, as he turn'd his naggs to run. 
He threw a thumping cobble-ſtone, 
Which hit his arm, and broke the bone. 
Twas follow'd by a knock o' th' crown; 
He drops the reins, and tumbles down. 
Deep in the ſand his ſcull-cap drove, 
His head fix'd there, his legs above; 
But ſtood not long, for he was ſoon 
By carts and horſes trampled down. 
'The younker then without delay, 
Whips up, and drives his cart away. 
All this was ſeen by valiant Hector, 
The Trojans hope and great protector, 
Who thund'ring did the battle enter, 
His ſoldiers follow at a venture. 

The boldeſt Greeks he valu'd not, 
Since he'd ſuch rare companions got. 
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Bellona fierce and bloody Mars 

Attended cloſely at his a——. 

Tydides quickly ſmelt a rat, 

His valiant heart went pit-a-pat ; 

As when a ſimple country put 

An unknown journey takes on foot, 

If runni g brook comes croſs his noſe, 

And with a mighty buſtle flows, 

Amaz'd the gaping bumpkin ſtops, 

Turns on his heels, and home he pops. 
No leſs ſurpriz'd ſtood Diomed, 

Who thus to his companions faid : 

| Retreat, ye Greeks, you'll ceaſe to wonder, 
That Hector thus ſhould bounce like thunder, 
When once you know that Mars aſſiſts, 
And turns our broomſticks where he liſts ; 
Fall back, my boys, with even pace, 

But take good heed you ſhew your face. 
We'll fight with men, and give them odds, 
But devils cannot fight with gods. 

The valiant Hector came up ſoon, 

And knock'd two luſty fellows down, 

Full captains both, and hearts of oak, 

Yet both their necks ſtern Hector broke. 
In the ſame cart they choſe to ride | 
Together, ſo together dy'd. 
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This heavy Ajax chanc'd to ſee, 
Which turn'd his lead to Mercury, 
And being a revengeful dog 
(Tho' moſtly heavy as a log) 
A mopſtick with ſuch force he threw 
As bruis'd the breaſt and belly too 
Of Amphius, who once was happy 
In flocks and herds, and good brown nappy'3 
Yet bravely led his jolly men 
To Troy, but ne'er went back again. 
As he fell ſquaſh upon his bum 
His potlid made a mighty hum. 
Ajax ſprung forward, for he thought 
To get poſſeſſion of his coat; 
But to come at it was the matter, 
Broomſticks about his ears ſo clatter ; 
Yet did he venture one bold click 
For the recov'ry of his ſtick. 
More he durſt not, the foe came on, 
He walk'd away, but ſcorn'd to run. 
Whilſt thus they tugg'd a man there came, 
Tlepolemus I think his name, 
Alcides' fon, reſolv'd at length 
To try the brave Sarpedon's ſtrength ; 
But juſt before they ſtruck a ſtroke, 
He like an ill-tongue'd fellow ſpoke: | 
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I'm apt to think you came to prattle, 
To give Troy council not to battle. 
Such pretty fellows much I love 
To call themſelves the ſons of Jove. 
What taſk had you, Sir, ever ſet you, 
To prove ſome taylor did not get you? 
What mighty actions have you done, 
To prove yourſelf the Thund'rer's ſon ? 
My fire in war would never flinch, 

We know Jove got him ev'ry inch. 

He once deſtroy'd this mighty town, 

Like Vernon, with fix ſhips alone; 

And thefe ſtrong walls that look ſo taking 
Are built on ruins of his making. 

But who art thou that idly ſtands 

Wich both thy pockets in thy hands, 
Who ſees thy Lycians tumbling here, 
And ſeems to me bepiſt for fear ? 

No longer ſhalt thou ſtinking ſtand, 


Sent to the ſhades by this right hand. 


Whilſt thus he like a blackguard ſpoke, 
Silence the Lycian gently broke: 

Your dad, you ſaucy whelp, 'tis true, 
Was worth three dozen ſuch as you, 
Deceiv'd by baſe Laomedon, 

Theſe walls he. juſtly batter'd down. 


HOMER's ILIAD. 37 
He horſes promis'd to beſtow, _ 
But vilely kept em back you know; 
Not thus content he baſely us'd him, 
And juſt as you do me abus'd him. 
You ſhould | in lower rank have ſtood, 
You only ſhame your noble blood; 
Your family may raiſe my name, 
By drubbing you I get no fame. 

Juſt at that inſtant, hit or miſs, 
Through parting air both broomſticks hiſs : 
Well aim'd were both, Sarpedon's hit, 
And his thick brawny neck did ſplit, 

Made a great hole, let out his blood, 
And ſent him to the Stygian flood; 
Nor did the other broomſtick ly - -» 
In vain, it hit the Lycian's thigh ; 
And had not Jove to fave him try'd, 
Sure as a gun he muſt have dy'd. 
His Lycian friends in haſte away 

The wounded coPnel did convey ; 
But as they paſſed thro' the throng, 
They let him drag the ſtick along; 
Whether 'twas done through haſte or danger 
Our author is himſelf a ſtranger. 
Tlepolemus the Greeks took off, 
Depriv'd of power to bragg or ſcoff, 
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Then ſage Ulyfles angry grew, 

Shall I, -ſays he, Jove's ſon purſue ? 

Or ſhall I ſmaſh this Lycian crew ? 

The fates forbad the firſt he reckon'd, 

So inſtantly attempts the ſecond. 

Alaſter, Cromius, Halius too, 

Whilſt yet his wrath was hot, he flew ; 

Prytenis next, and then Alcander 

He ſent thro' Stygian ſhades to wander, 

Laſt to the ground Noeman fell, 

And numbers more had gone to hell, 

But Hector ſaw, and ran ſo faſt, 

He tumbl'd o'er his head for haſte, 

So eagerly his fury bore him, 

He drove the thickeſt ranks before him. 

| Sarpedon glad to find him near him, 

Begg'd that a word or two he'd hear him : 
Dor't ſuffer any Grecian varlet 

To fteal my beſt new coat of ſcarlet z 

Pray do not let the rogues ſo ſerve me, 

But from the plund'ring dogs preſerve me, 

If here I'm doom'd to loſe my life, 

And no more ſee my ſon and wife, 

Yet in our village let me lie, 

"They'll moan my death with weeping eye. 
To him the hero nothing ſpoke, 

But ruſh'd amid'ſt the Greeks like ſmoke, 
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His weapon in their blood he ſteeps, - 
And drives the ſcoundrels upon heaps. 
Mean time beneath a beachen ſhade 
Sarpedon on his back was laid ; 
Lieutenant Polagon was nigh, 
Who pluck'd the broomſtick from his thigh; 
The ſoul was flying once away, 
But thought *twas better much to ſtay ; 
For Boreas lending a freſh breeze, 
Recall'd his life, and gave him eaſe. 
The Greeks drew back afraid of Mars, 
Yet not one Greek would ſhew his a——. 
No ſoldier would expoſe his back, 
Tho' Hector ſev'ral ſculls did crack. 
The time now comes, as one may ſay, 
Twas Hector's turn the Greeks to ſlay; 8 
For ev'ry dog muſt have his day. 
Mars help'd to cut the matter ſhort, 
And knock the raſcals down for ſport. 
Firſt Teuthras fell, who made good cyder; 
Oreſtes next, a fam'd rough rider; 
Then Trechus, with the reſt, was humbled, 
And Oenomaus headlong tumbled. 
Oreſbius, though he wore a mitre, | 
Was fool enough to turn a fighter; 
(But, be it ſpoken to their praiſe, 
The prieſts are wiſer now-a- days). 
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His wealth in fat Bœotia lay; 
The people rich that heard him pray. 
Had he been reading th' ev'ning lecture, 
He'd never been diſpatch'd by Hector; 
But ſince he would this trade purſue, 
E'en as he bak'd we'll let him brew. 
Juno, a ſcold paſt heaven's matching, 
For ever ſpent her time in watching, 
Spies what confounded work was made, 
And thus addreſs'd the martial jade: 
Shall all our promiſes be loſt, 
And Troy defeat the Grecian hoſt ? 
You and myſelf have paſt our word, 
(Which they muſt think not worth a t——) 
That Troy's ſtrong Towers ſhall very ſoon 
By Grecian force be tumbl'd down. 
Pray how can this be brought about, 
If gods for Troy thus fight it out? 
That loggerheaded Mars I ſpy; 
Quick let us arm, and make him fly ! 
*T was thus ſhe ſpoke with fretful ire: 
Like touchwood Pallas ſoon took fire. 
They call'd a coach, when out of hand, 
A coach appear'd at their command. 
Hebe, before they mount the car, 
The axle greas'd with oil and tar: 
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This ſhe perform'd at their deſire, 


Left they ſhould ſet the coach on fire; 
For, as they were in dev'liſh haſte, 
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They knew they ſhould drive helliſh faſt. 


On time I ſhould too much encroach 
To tell the beauties of this coach; 
Let it ſuffice to ſay the maker 
Exceeded any in Long Acre. 

A better coach was never ſeen, 
Excepting one belongs the queen. 
Juno turns oſtler in her fury, 

And joins the horſes in a hurry. 
Pallas then quickly doffs her cloaths, 


Which on the chamber floor ſhe throws, | 


As modern ſluts, worſe taught than fed, 
Do nightly when they go to bed. 
Jove's coat of mail ſhe then puts on, 
Which look'd as ſparkling as the ſun. 
Her ſhield was black, a border bound it 
With ſerpents hiſſing all around it. 

A grinning head ſne hung thereon, 

To turn faint-hearted rogues to ſtone. 
A helmet ſo bedeck'd with feather, 
Twould ſhade ten million men together, 
Upon her thinking nob doth play; 
Then takes her ſpear, and haſtes away. 
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The whipthong cracks, away they go 
Acroſs the clouds je-up, je-o; 

The winged hours in turns await 

To ſhut or open heaven's pate ; 

But ſuch a noiſe made theſe two elves, 
The gates flew open of themſelves. 
Upwards the foaming ſteeds they ſtretch, 
And ſoon the mount Olympus reach, 
Where Jove far diſtant fat alone, 

Like Eaſtern monarchs, on his throne. 
Juno now pulls, and ſwears, and curſes, 
But yet could hardly {top the horſes ; 
Then as ſhe always uſed to do, 

Falls at him like a vixen ſhrew : 

Ta ſee that Mars rebel, I wonder 
You can't find bus'neſs for your thunder. 
Look but on yond forbidden plain, 
What heaps of captains he hath ſlain. 
E'en Venus and Apollo you know 
Both join to jeer and flout at Juno; 
But as to that thick-headed brute, | 
That Mars who makes ſuch woeful rout, 
Only give Pallas leave to dowſe him, 
And I'Il lay ten to one ſhe'll ſowſe him; 
Teach him forbidden ground to roam, 
And make him glad to ſcamper:home. 
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Jove anſwers, (pleas'd ſo ſoon to part) 
Go drub his hide, with all my heart ; 
Pallas the beſt can tell you how, 

The wench has pelted him *e're now. 
Their car they mounted in a trice, 

Nor ſtay'd they to be bidden twice. 

Down the new turnpike road they fly, 
Swift as a meteor from the ſky ; 

All the way down hill was ſo ſteep, 

The horſes did not trot, but leap; 

And at each ſingle jump they took, 
They leap'd as far as you can lock. 

On earth they fix their nimble feet, 
Where Simois and Scamander meet; 
When Juno made a ſort of dew, 

From which ambrofial clover grew ; 
For heav'nly high-bred ſteeds, alas 
Would ſnuff their noſe at common graſs. 
Then through the air on foot they ſail'd, 
And found the place where Troy prevail'd. 
A heap of ill-look'd fellows ſtood 13 
About Tydides bath'd in blood; 
Whether like lions in your eye, 

Or bears, they ſeem'd, don't ſignify. 
Juno was always pretty loud, 
But moſt when got into a crowd; 
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And though ſhe had the beſt of tongues, 
Helps herſelf out with Stentor's lungs. 
Stentor alone could make more din 
Than any fifty common men. | 

O ſcoundrel Greeks ! ſhame to your race ! 
In nothing men, except your face. 
When brave Achilles battle wag'd, 

The Trojans from their walls engag'd ; 
But now they ſally when they pleaſe, 
And ſoon will drive you o'er the ſeas. 

As pepper warms your water-gruel, 
This to their fury adds freſh fuel. 
Mean time Tydides Pallas found _ 
Quite fagg'd and ſtretch'd upon the ground. 
Of a bad thing he made the beſt, 

And by himſelf his wound he dreſt. 
Though nought he ſaid, it gave ſuch pain 
As made the col'nel grin again. 

Pallas then leaning on his car, 
Which we'll ſuppoſe could not be far 
From where he fat, ſhe thus harangu'd : 
Thou Atreus' baſtard, thou be hang'd ! | 
Thy father, though his limbs were ſhort al', 
Was a bold-hearted fighting mortal, 
Us'd to drive forward like a devil, 
Myſelf could hardly make him civil. 
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To Thebes I ſent the hungry chief, 
And there he eat up, all their beef; 
Without companion did he venture 


This hoſtile Theban feaſt to enter; 


Then laid about him, and in fight 

Demoliſh'd many a hardy knight. 

Thee too I have ta'en greater care of 

Than yet perhaps thou art aware of; 

But am afraid the goddeſs Fear 

Has drove my fighting champion here. 
Madam, ſays Diomed, I knew 


My obligation's great to you ; 


But, I preſume, you are miſta'en, 

Fear dares not drive me off the plain ; 

*T was your commands I ſhould not fight 

With gods, nor dare to try their might ; 

I might, you ſaid, on Venus venture; 

J did, but far I could not enter, 

Tho' faith a willing ſtroke I lent her; 

Therefore, O goddeſs, to obey 

Your orders, I myſelf gave way ; 

For bloody Mars theſe eyes beheld 

Driving the Greeks all o'er the field. 
Minerva thus, do you but mind 

What Pallas ſays, you'll quickly find, 

Not Mars himſelf, nor all his crew 

Of roaring blades, ſhall conquer you; 
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With your broomſhaft, when next you meethim, 


Acroſs the ſcoundrel's gizzard greet him : 

A turncoat rogue, that changes ſides 

Juſt as his boiſt'rous paſſion guides, 

And, without either rhime or reaſon, 

Helps people, in or out of ſeaſon. 
This ſaid, at one, or elſe two knocks, 

She fetch'd the driver off his box; 

Up then ſhe mounts with nimble pace, 

And took the caſt of driver's place; 

They'd like to've broke the axle tree, 

So heavy he, ſo heavy ſhe. | 

Now comes the joke of all the farce, 

The ſteeds ſhe drove full-but at Mars ; 

But firſt, left ſhe ſhould get a rap, 

She ſlips on Pluto's wiſhing cap; 

Juſt then a mighty grenadier 

Was ſlain by Mars' thund'ring ſpear ; 

His name, if I miſtake not, was 

Or Periphus, or Periphas. 

He left him where he fell to bleed, 

And quickly flew at Diomede ; 

Tho' he look'd grim, as grim may be, 

'Tydides look'd as grim as he. 

Now Mars, cauſe he belong'd to th' ſky, 

Was firſt to let his weapon fly. 
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pallas ſo well the car did guide, 


The jav'lin flew ten paces wide; 
Then Diomed let fly his dart, 


Which Pallas help'd to play its part ; 


For inſtantly the bully felt 
The point come through his greaſy belt. 
The Greek and Trojan hoſts together 
Couldn't make ſuch noiſe as this belweather 
Roaring ; he in a ſtinking miſt 
Scamper'd away to heav'n bepiſt; 
Where at Jove's feet this bullying hulks 
Sat almoſt half an hour i'th' ſulks. 
He ſigh'd as if his heart would break; 
Then blubb'ring made a ſhift to ſpeak. 
Unlawful acts I always thought, 


That Jove would puniſh : ſure he ought. 
With mortal rage, pray is it fair 


That men ſhould war with gods declare? 
But ſo it is; and, though I ſhame 

To ſay it, thou art moſt to blame. 

Had you corrected your own daughter, 


And a few better manners taught her 


When young, had ſhe been firk'd with rods, 
She would not thus play tricks with gods; 


| Inſtead of this you overlook her, 


And hap will tell me I miſtook her. 
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So partial are you, that it's plain, 

The gypſy ſprung from your own brain. 

Her Diomed ſhe dares incite 

Againſt immortal gods to fight. 

At Venus firſt he made a ſtand, 

And whip'd his tool into her hand. 

'Thy ſon the next he drove away ; 

Wounded I was, and durſt not ſtay, 

Left tumbling down among the ſlain, 

They ne'er would let me riſe again. 
Stern Jupiter, with angry look, 

Ey'd him all o'er, and then he ſpoke : 
Thou whoring, bullying, ranting rogue, . 

Where learnt thou this damn'd Iriſh brogue ? 

Doſt thou, the firſt in miſchief's train, 

Of blows and broken pates complain ? 

Of all the gods, whoſe ſeats I fix 

In Heav'n, I hate thee moſt by Styx. 

To breed fell diſcord is thy pleaſure, 

And dying groans thy greateſt treaſure. 

I do not know of ſuch another, 

Unleſs it be thine own dear mother ; 

And was her ſex but chang'd to our's, 

She'd drive all heaven out of doors ; 

But fince ſhe ſays thou art my ſon, 

Pl try for once what can be done; 
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Elfe burning rocks I'd chain thee to, 
And ſinge thy careaſe black and blue, 
With Titaus:there to yell and roar 
A thouſand thouſand years and more. 
This ſaid, the chief of th' heav'nly race 
His ſurgeon calls and tells the caſe : 
Peon, ſays he, come here, my cully, 
And do your beſt to cure this bully. 
A plague upon his broils and rapes, 
They always bring him into ſcrapes. 
The ſurgeon draws his box of balm, 
And wipes the wound with gentle palm, 
Which ſoon clos'd up.; for fleſh of gods 
Heals quicker far than ours by odds; 
When aided by a wooden ſquirt, 
His hands and face he cleans'd from dirt ; 
Then fat him on a cuſhion down, 
Where Hebe brought his damaſk gown, 
Which having girt with ſilken ſtrap, 
He next put on a velvet cap. 
Thus dreſs'd, or in my word no truſt is, 
The god of battle look'd the juſtice; 
And why he mayn't, when battles ceaſe, 
Be made a juſtice of the peace, 
I cannot ſee; on recollection, 


His want of brains is no objeCtion; 
E 
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No other qualities they need, 

But juſt to write their names and read. 
Juno and Pallas having done | 
The bus'neſs they came down upon, 
And bully Mars from battle driven, 
Mount up to drink their tea in heaven. 
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7 HE N all the gods to heav'n are gone, 
The Grecians make the Trojan's run, 
Which, by the bye, is demonſtration, 
The devil help'd the Grecian nation; 
For when no heav'nly gueſts are there, 
He plays the devil without fear. 
Helenus ſets his brains a brewing, 
How to prevent the Trojans ruin, 
Then orders Hector to the town 
To bid 'em pray to Pallas ſoon, 

E 2 


- —— 
— — 


———— 


= 
\ in 
14 
* 
129 
. 
1 
* 
N 
X . | * 
e 
Wer x 
Is 1 Ly 
1 : 
# 5 
112 1 j | 
a. 0 
3 
I 
= Oo I 
1 1 
1 1 
. N 
— 
' 
141 
— 4 4 
i * 
e 
4 1 | 
i 1 
, 
7 
tl, 
on 
nd 
bs N 
t 
4 N 
5 
co 
1 a 
| v 
1 17 
0 
* 
' I 
„ f 
: * 
+ 
it 
SY | 
we 
„ 
4 in 
f [ 
* 
4 
7 
i 
v 


—— 


> 5 „„ = 
- — rt — —————_ —— 
py — 8 — N — — 
— 2 —— 


* 
it 
i. 
e 
MT 
"1 
on 
wy 


— —_ \ 
— 


— . — 
— — 
— 4. _— 


VL VU WA Oo Inn oc „ 1 


ee MEN T. 


"That ſhe'd remove ſuch fighting cattle, 
As this Tydides from the battle. 


In the mean time, by hocus pocus, 


Dis Diomed and Captain Glaucus 


Found that of both the great grandfather 
Had drank ſome pots of ale together ; 
So made a friendſhip, and to tack it 
Exchang'd each others buffskin jacket. 
Hector then gets the bus'neſs done 
The conjurer had ſent him on, 
Makes Paris fetch his broomſhaft down, 
And join him at the end o' th' town ; 
Beſtows, e're he renews the ftrife, 
Some crumbs of comfort on his wife. 
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HE ſquabbling gods the fight forſake, 
And leave mankind to brew and bake 


Juſt as they pleaſe ; then broomſticks flew, 
And ſmoking hot the ſquabble grew, 


Which made Scamandria's ſtreams look muddy, 
But Simois ſeem'd a little bloody. 

Firſt Ajax, like a Greenland whale, 
Broke through the croud and turn'd the ſcale. 
The Thracian Acamas he found, 

And fell'd him headlong to the ground; 
He hit him ſuch a thund'ring rap, 

The broomſtick broke his brazen cap. 
Axylus next, an honeſt foul, _ 

Got a great knock o th' jobbernoul ; 
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At home he always kept good chear, 
And made folks welcome far and near; 
Cloſe by the road his houſe did lie, 
Where men and horſes paſſing by 

Might get a drink, if they were dry; 
But now no friend to guard his ſide is, 
So got demoliſh'd by Tydides. 

His ſkip Caleſius, by and by, 
Tumbl'd to bear him company. 

Euryalus knock'd Dreſus down, 

And next he crack'd Opheltius' crown; 
Not ſo content with pairs begins, 

And ſmaſh'd two young and tender twins, 
Sons of Bucolion, who had made 

A miſtreſs of a woodland Naiad. 

i As on the ground the younkers lay 

l His rogueſhip ſtole their coats away. 

| | Juſt after that one Polypztes 

Diſpatch'd Aſtyalus to greet his 

Old friends in hell. Ulyſſes next, 

Becauſe the rogues his ſoul had vext, 

Murder'd Pidytes; then comes Teucer, 

And made poor Aretaon ſpew ſir, 

When in a rage ran Neſtor's lad, 

Chatt'ring juſt like his queer old dad, 

I'll maks theſe Trojan raſcals fear us, 

And ſtraight demoliſh'd-brave Ablerus; 
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Which when great Agamemnon ſaw, . 

He gave Elatus ſuch a blow, | 

As fell'd him down upon his crupper, 

And ſpoil'd the luckleſs Trojan's ſupper. 
Such a damn'd knock the Grecian gave him, 
That all his riches could not fave him. | 
Eurypylus Melanthius flew, 


And Phylacus from Leitus flew, 

But could not *ſcape him any how; 
Adraſtus by ill luck came bump 

Upon a curſed crab-tree ſtump ; 45 
It ſmaſh'd his wheels both nave and ſpoke, 

And all the cart to pieces broke. 

The horſes flew where none could find em, 

And left their luckleſs load behind em. 

As he lay kicking on the ſands 5 

The cuckold o'er him threat' ning ſtands; 
Pilgarlick lifts his hands on high, | 
And begs for life moſt luſtily : 

May't pleaſe your honour let me live, 

My father will great ranſom give 

When he ſhall hear I am not ſlain, 

But, ſtow'd in your ſhip's hold, remain. 
Of ſteel, and braſs, and golden ore, 

He has the Lord knows what in ſtore. 

He ſpoke, the honeſt cuckold's pity 
Was touch'd by this half mournful ditty z 
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But Agamemnon in a fury, 
Juſt like an Engliſh thick-ſcull'd j jury, | 
Deſtroy'd all pity in a hurry. J. 
Quoth he, by G---d, Fll die as ſoon + 
As grant a Trojan any boon |! - 
What! return ſcoundrels good for evil! 
No, no, -we'll ſmoke 'em to the devil. 
I live in hopes that Troy will fall, 
Their rogues, and whores, and brats, and all, 
That other folks may warning take, 
And of their actions conſcience make. 
This ſpeech. he made with dreadful ire,. 
And ſet the cuckold all on fire. | 
The Trojan on his back he thruſt, 
And nail'd the culprit to the duſt ; 
Then on his ſtomach ſet his foot, 
And lugg'd the bloody weapon out. 
Old Neſtor ſaw this bus'neſs done, 
And like a damn'd old rogue look'd on; 
Then cries, my lads, don't mind the booty, 
But do ye ev'ry man your duty; 
And after we have work'd their buff, 
Ye then ſhall all have ſpoil enough. 
Now Greece immortal fame had got, 
And Troy as ſurely gone to pot; 
But wiſely Helenus prepares 
To mend their bitter bad affairs. 
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And thus to Hector and Eneas | 
He tells his mind : Old friends, you ſee us. 
Hard ſwitch'd to keep the field, tis true; 
But yet the gods depend on you, 

To bring us off at this great pinch, 
Becauſe they know you ſcorn to flinch. 
"Tis now expected that you will 

Exert your utmoſt ſtrength and ſxill, 
To turn each pale faint-hearted loon 
From running back into the town: 
When you have heart'ned ev'ry band, 
Leave it to us to make a ſtand, 

Mean time, you Hector go to town, 
And to our mother make it known, 
That ſhe. directly muſt employ 

The oldeſt maids. and wives in Troy, 
To go forthwith and pay their vows 
At ſage Minerva's meeting-houſe; 
The richeſt carpet in her cheſt, 

Of worſted yarn the very beſt, 

Let them lay flat before her knees, 
And try her anger to appeaſe: 

Then let em add, if more ſhe chuſe, 
We'll ſend a dozen maiden cows. 
This hap may make her hear their pray'r, 
And huſbands, wives, and bantlings ſpare 
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Nor longer ſuffer Diomed | 
To make the Trojans' noſes bleed: 
Such thumps he lends our ſoldiers, that 
To him Achilles ſeems a ſprat. 
At this bold Hector plays his part, 
And takes a jump from off his cart; 
Viſits where'er he found 'em lack, 
And chear'd them with a clap o th' back: 
To ſuch a pitch does he reſtore them, 
They drive the Grecian bloods before 'em. 
A ſtaff he ſhook in either hand, 
So thick it ſcar'd the Grecian band, 
Who thought the Trojans, to reſiſt em, 
Had hir'd ſome giant to aſſiſt em. 

Then Hector ſpoke as loud as thunder: 
Hear ! all ye roaring ſons of plunder, 
Ye Dardans of the nearer ſtations, 
And thoſe who come from diſtant nations, 
Think on your valiant fathers” taſks ! 
Tis all in troth that Hector aſks. 
In Troy ſome bus'neſs muſt I do, 
And leave the ſquabble all to you; 
I go to bid our matrons all, 
And old maids, on their kneppers fall: 
The good old women's pray'rs, no doubt, 
Will make us thraſh the Greeks this bout. 
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. He ſaid no more, but took a ftride, | 
_ Miſs P--ſ-ns' hoop is ſcarce ſo wide; 
Then o'er his back he throws his ſhield, 
And ſtruts in haſte acroſs the field. 
This mighty orb of braſs and ſteel 
Reach'd from his neck well nigh his heel, 
Which kicking as he went along, 
Like an old poſtman's bell it rung. 
Now, Hector gone, both parties find 
It not amiſs to take their wind; 
When Glaucus, and that Grecian ſpark, 
Tydides, did each other mark. 
Both in one mind they bounce and ſwagger, 
And each man ſhakes his ſword and dagger; 
When Diom. tho' no talking man, 
Was firſt to ſpeak, and thus began : 
Your face I ne'er before did ſee, 
Pray, who the devil can you be? 
Who dare to meet that Diomed, 
That makes ſo many noſes bleed? 
Thoſe that meet me do ſeldom laugh, 
When Pallas aids my quarterſtaff. 
But if thou art ſome god, pray ſpeak, 
That I no longer be to ſeek ; | 
I've had my ſhare enough of evils, 
And fight no more with-gods or devils. 
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You know Lycurgus came too near 

Some gods, who made him pay full dear. 

He ſcar'd poor Bacchus out on's wits, 

And threw his meſmates into fits : 

Their ſpears, with vines and ivy bound, 

Lay ſcatter'd all along the ground; 

And Bacchus too, to hide his head, 

Crept to his cozen Thetis' bed. 

The crime unpuniſh'd could not go, 

And this they quickly let him know. 

They took away the poor man's ſight, 

Which chang'd, you know, his day to night; 

Then, like a vile unpity'd ſlave, 

Drove the poor culprit to his grave. 

I fight no gods; but, if a man 

Thou art, then very ſhort's thy ſpan; 

Some devil, ſure, has made thee judge ill, 

To come ſo near my fatal cudgel. 

Glaucus replies: Great Sir, ſince you 

From whence I came deſire to know, 

Attend, I'll tell a tale ſo rare, 

With both your eyes twill make you ſtare, 
You know the gang of nine-pins ſoon 

As the bowl hits come tumbling down, 

'Then are ſet up, when that throw's o'er, 

To tumble as they did before. 
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Tuſt ſo a race that's always grumbling, 
The race of mortal rogues, keeps tumbling. 
This by the way of text, d'y ſee; 
If you perſiſt, then patient be, 

And I'll rehearſe my pedigree : 

Liſten, and if your ears don't fail, 

You'll hear an oddiſh kind of tale ; 
But ev'ry ſyllable is true, 

Or elſe I'd ſcorn to tell it you. 

Near Argos, fam'd for roguiſh coopers, 
And breeding horſes fit for troopers, 

A city ſtands. In days of Yore 

One Syſiphus the ſcepter bore. 

Glaucus, this Syſiphus's ſon, 

Was father of Bellerophon ; 

Who was, to tell the real truth, 

A very handſome comely youth: 

Becauſe he top'd all other fellows 

In Beauty, Preſtus would be jealous ; 
And being lord of all the lands, 

He loads this youth with hard commands, 
*T is true Antea, or I miſs her, 

Wanted Bellerophon to kiſs her. 

Nay more, ſhe plainly told him fo, 

But he, like Joſeph, anſwer'd no: 
On which the huſſey told her ſpouſe, 

He try'd to be about her houſe ; 
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And, tho? he ſcorn'd to come fo nigh it, 
The brimſtone ſwore he took her by it. 
No ſooner was th' old fellow told 

This youth attack'd his copyhold, 

But he was bloody wroth, d'y' ſee, 

As any honeſt man might be 

But, as the yonker was his gueſt, 

He judg'd it would be for the beſt, 

To fave the youth from being hurt 
Within the liberties of court, 

To ſend him to ſome foreign ſhore, 

In hopes to hear of him no more. 

What could the bubbl'd king do better 
Than cheat him with Uriah's letter? 
And thus, as if ſome good was meant him, 
'The angry king to Lycia ſent him. 
Bellerophon obeys and goes, 

But on what errand little knows, 

Enters the place with grand parade; 
The king nine days bull-baitings made, 
On the tenth morning, you muſt know, 
He gave the letter with a bow, 

Which to his majeſty made known 

The errand that he came upon. 

He ſends him firſt to fight chimera, 

A motled monſter rough as bear-: 
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Her bum was dragon, body goat, \ 
A lion's: neck, and head, and throat; 
No living mortal durſt come nigh her, 
She farted ſmoke, and belch'd up fire. 
Bellerophon could read the ſky, 
When the ſtars happen'd to be nigh ; 
Therefore a figure firſt he caſt, 
Then ruſh'd upon, and flew this beaſt. . 
As he return'd, he next gave chace, 
And kill'd the Solymæan race, 
A pack of ranting roaring fellows, 
As ever grac'd a three-legg'd gallows. . 
To them the Amazons ſucceed, - 
A ſtrange hermophroditiſh. breed. 
No man in awe thoſe jades could hold, 
Cauſe they could fight as well as ſcold; . - 
But by the help of cod and oyſters, 
He quickly tam'd this crew of royſters. . 
Soon as they felt his ſtrokes and thwacks, 
The brims all fell upon their backs. _ 
Tho' here his troubles did not ceaſe, 
Nor was he yet to live in peace. 
Under a farmer's old pigſtye, 
A dozen rogues conceal'd did lie; 
But when he got them in his clutches, 
He qualify'd 'em all for crutches ; 


| 
| 
' 
| 


54 ThE SIXTH BOOK or 


Left em ſo bruis'd upon the plain, 


Nat one could limp it home again. 
Zooks! fays the king, III lay a groat, 


There's more in this than firſt I thought: 


This man can be no earth-born clod, 
But baſtard to ſome whoring god. 

A fellow that can make ſuch ſlaughter 
Will do right well to trim my daughter; 
And that the youth the girl may —_ 
T'll take him into partnerſhip. 


In far leſs time than half a year, 


My trade he'll learn I do not fear, 
*Tis but to kick, and cuff, and ſwear. : 


I knew a good old monarch that, 


When angry, only kick'd his hat: 
Now when I'm vex'd, both friends and foes 


Have felt the force of my ſquare toes, 
Favours once got they come none near you, 
But kick 'em, and they always fear you ; 


And this I ever will maintain, 


The beſt and eaſieſt way to reign. 
No ſooner was it ſaid than done, 
He made him partner of his throne ; 


I mean the very morning after 


He'd done his beſt to pleaſe his daughter, 
The Lycians gave him wood and ſtone, 


And ground to build an houſe upon, 
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With a good orchard full of fruit, 
And a brave field of wheat to boot. 
Long did he reign in peace and plenty, | 
Full nineteen years, though ſome ſay twenty. 
Two ſons he had, and eke one daughter 
So fair ſhe made Jove's grinders water, 
Who made no words, but whipp'd upon her, 
And got the brave Sarpedon on her ; 
At laſt attack'd by falling fits, 
Which very near impair'd his wits, 
The ſight of man he choſe to ſhun, 
And wander'd through the fields alone. 
Whilft thus he rang'd in woeful plight, 
His eldeſt ſon was lain in fight; 
And to complete this luckleſs ſlaughter, 
One Mrs. Phoebe kill'd his daughter. 
Hippolochus was left, and he, 
That ſame Hippolochus, got me. 
By his direction here I ſwagger, 
And value no man's ſword or dagger. 
I always chuſe the firſt to ſtand 
In fight, as well as in command. 
The race my fathers ran before me 
Shall fall far ſhort of mine in glory. 
When Diom. heard this ſtory told him, 
His ſkin for joy would hardly hold him. 
| F 
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He pricks his broomſhaft on the ſand, 
And taking Glaucus by the hand, 
Thus ſpoke: You are, without a jeſt, 
My old hereditary gueſt ; | 

Our friendſhip on this very place 


Let us-cement with this embrace. 


Your grandſire was my grand-dad's gueſt ; 
For twenty days he did him feaſt 

With mutton chops, and tart, and cuſtard, 
And humming beer as ſtrong as muſtard. 
Thy grandſire on the twentieth day 

Was pleas'd to take himſelf away; 

But to his landlord firſt thought proper 
'To give a can hoop'd round with copper, 
Who ſtraight amidſt his lumber felt, 

And fumbled out an old ſword. belt, 
Which in return he then preſented ; 

And thus their friendſhip was cemented. 
Brimfull of Porter, when I'm able, 

This can is fill'd for my own table. 

Tis from this can I learnt the ſtory, 
Which I have laid ſo plain before you; 
For my poor father liv'd not long, 

But dy'd when I was very young. 


This tale let us attend to ſtill, 


And bear each other much goodwill. 
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If ever I ſhould travel more, | 
Depend I will not paſs your door; 
And if my country you ſhould ſee, 
I then expect you'll viſit me. | 
Enough of Trojan throats there are 
For me to cut in this damn'd war; 
Enough of Grecian ſculs remain 
For you to crack on yonder plain. 
Which way ſoe'er the quarrel goes, 
Let you and I no more be foes: 
To ſhew each hoſt we ſcorn to bubble it 
Let me have thine, and here's my doublet 
(A pretty puſh of Diomed's, 
And yet the cunning knave ſucceeds) ; 
For his buff coat both greas'd and old 
He got a new one lac'd with gold. 
His mighty buffskin coat of coats, 
When new, had coſt him juſt nine groats 
I think I ſpeak the very moſt, 
But Glaucus's a hundred coſt; 
Though his great princely ſoul was ſuch, 
He did not value twice as much. 

Whilſt Diomed this chief was crickiing!” 
Hector his brazen ſhield was kicking 
Acroſs the field in mighty haſte, 

And now the Scean gate had paſt, 
FN 
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Under a tree a ſpecial ſtock 

Of ſoldiers? wives around him flock, 

Beſides a quantity of others 

Aſking for huſbands, ſons, and brothers. 
He anſwers, ill with us it fares, 

And then diſpatch'd them all to pray'rs. 

With haſty ſtrides he onward marches 


To Priam's palace built on arches, 


On which ere ſeated fifty boxes, 

For fifty ſons and fifty doxies ; 

And oppoſite a dozen houſes 

For Priam's daughters, and their ſpouſes. 
Of marble were they ev'ry one, 

For marble was as cheap ſtone. 


Whilſt Hector thought that no one ey'd him, 


The queen his mother ſoon eſpy'd him; 

That pretty wench Laodice 

Bore the old lady company. 

She hugg'd the ſoldier to her breaſt; 

Then ſpoke, but firſt his hand ſhe den 
What ſudden call could bring my ſon 

Before the ſcuffle half is done. 

If thou art hither come to pray 

Our gods to drive the Greeks away, 

Stay 'till J fetch the ſilver cup, 


You know their godſhips like a ſup-: 
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After you've fill'd their bellies full, 
Then take yourſelf a. hearty pull; 
Our Trojan ſtingo has the merit 
To cheer the heart, and raiſe the ſpirit. 
Hector replies, your liquor keep, 

It only ſerves to make folks ſleep. 
From men reſerve your beer and ſpare it, 
But give it gods, their heads will bear it. 
Let ſome one elſe perform that taſk, 
I am not fit a boon to aſk ; | 
Whate'er I touch will have no luck, 
You ſee my hands all blood and muck ; 
But you old women go with ſpeed, 
The goddeſs court in time of need; 
The biggeſt carpet in your cheſt, 
Of worſted yarn the very beſt, 
Spread on the floor before her knees, 
And try e to appeaſe. 

When your deſires ſhe has fulfill'd, 
A dozen heifers ſhall be kill'd. 
If ſhe don't like ſo good a dinner, 
The devil ſurely muſt be in her; 
But mind and put it in your pray'r, 
To beg ſhe will our Trojans ſpare 3 
Nor longer ſuffer Diomed 
To make their heads and noſes bleed. 
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This taſk, old dame, is left to you, 
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Whilſt I to rouſe my brother po, 

To try, if deaf to honour's name, 
The whoring rogue has loſt all ſhame, - 
I wiſh the whelp was under ground, 

So deep he never could be found ; 
Myſelf would, if it was not treaſon, 
Deſtroy a dog fo loft to reaſon : 

This war that threats us all with ruin, 

Is miſchief of that raſcaFs brewing z 

Had he been gelt ten years ago, 

We all had ſlept in quiet now. 

He ſpoke, his mother ſummon'd all 
The good old women, ſhort and tall. 
Away they to the wardrobe go, 

Which open'd, made a glitt' ring ſhow. 
To find the very things, they ſought, 
That Paris from Sidonia brought. 


To touch at Sidon Paris choſe 


To buy for Nelly's uſe ſome cloaths; 
And carpets too he thought ſhe'd need on, 
For her fine dainty feet to tread on. 

Her ſpectacles the queen lugg'd out 

To help her eyes to peep about, 

And looking ſharp, ſhe choſe out one, 
That had a Ueul: of tinſel on; 
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Then at the head of all th' old lafles  . ... 
To dame Minerva's temple paſſes. 
Theano, who was prieſteſs, waits + 
As porter, and unlocks the gates. 

When they were all got in together, 
They roar'd like pigs in windy weather; 
The prieſteſs ſpreads the carpet, then 

Prays loud, th' old women cry amen! 

Once Troy's defence, O goddeſs ſtout !. 
Only with patience hear us out : 

Let us this rogue Tydides humble, 
And make him either run or tumble. 
If this, O Pallas! you'll but do, 
Twelve handſome heifers we'll beſtow 
Upon you, if you hear our pray'r, 
And all our ſons and daughters ſpare. 

Thus the old women pray and vow, 
And make a noiſe, but *twould not do. 
Whilſt they ſay pray'rs not worth a louſe, 
Hector repairs to Paris houſe. 

Paris himſelf the builder of this manſion, 
Himſelf contriv'd it ev'ry ſtantion. 

As they liv'd near to one another, 

It join'd his father and his brother, 
Hector had got a quarter-ftaff 

Too long for you or I by half, 
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Hung with braſs rings to make it rattle, 


And ſcar the enemy in battle. 

Without much knocking in he whipp'd, 
And finds his brother Paris ſtripp'd. 
He'd ſtripp'd himſelf the better to 


Poliſh his ſculcap and his bow. 


In this condition Hector found him, 

With twenty broomſticks ſcatter'd round him. 

Beſides him ſtood the pretty Helen, 

Teaching her tender virgins ſpelling. 

Long before this the artful witch 

Had taught them all to hem and ſtitch. 
When Hector ſaw the knave thus lazy, 

It almoſt made his noddle crazy 

And thus began, Moſt woeful knight, 

Is this a time to ſhew thy ſpight 

Againſt poor Troy? Doſt thou conſpire 

With Greece to ſet the town on fire ? 

For thee our bloods all fight and tumble, 

And fight again, yet never grumble, 

In heaps the ſoldiers meet their fates, 

*Till dead men only guard the gates. 

You whoring raſcal, come along, 

And bear a bob amidſt the throng ; 

Riſe up and run the riſque of ſcars. 

In Mars', as well as Venus' wars, 
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E're flames attack our huts and tow'rs, 
And burn your dogſhip out of doors. 
Paris who was a gentle youth, 
Says, brother, this is all god's truth; 

Yet don't miſtake me, mighty Sir, 
Nor on my honour caſt a ſlur. 
I'm ſorry you're ſo hard put to't, 
And think I dare not box it out; 
But ſay no more, no more let's prattle, 
Helen commands me out to battle. 
Who knows but Menelaus, Sir, 
A Rowland for his Oliver 
May get from Paris this next. bout ; 
At leaſt T'll try if I can do't ; 
But whilſt I arm do you be quiet, 
Or you may chance to breed a riot ; 
But if you go, you may be ſure 
I'll follow you in half an hour. 

He ſpoke, and Hector nothing ſaid, 
When Nell begins, that artful jade : 

Now by my ſoul, my deareſt brother, 
My grief I can no longer ſmother ; 
But out it muſt, ſo here it goes 
Attended with ten thouſand woes, 
I wiſh before this curſed ſtrife, 
By the. ſmall-pox I'd loſt my life; 
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I wiſh ſome whirlwind had me borne 
To be by crows. and magpies torn, 
When firſt L eroſs d the herring pond, 
I wiſh poor Nelly had been drown'd ; 
But I may wiſh and make a pother, 
Wiſh in one hand, and ſpit i' th' other. 
My curſed luck I &er ſhall rue, 

But moſt ſince Paris firſt I knew. 
Women the worſt will always chuſe, 
Elſe I had found a better ſpouſe ; 

I only mean a better fighter, 
A buck that might have cudgell'd tighter ; 
For other work, there's not a man | 
Can do a third that Paris can. 

I ſcorn to ſpeak but what is true, 

The devil ought to have his due; 

But fit you down and reſt awhile, 
You've had a mortal deal of toil, 
Enough to make a man quite mad, 

For me and my faint-hearted lad. 

It can't be help'd I know my doom, 
And judge by paſt of what's to come. 
Our woes will gain us future pity, 
And fill ſome lamentable ditt, 
Which hard-mouth'd raggamuffins will, 
From Charing-Croſs to Ludgate-Hill, 
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Roar, with a voice as ſweet and clear, 
As Tyburn dying ſpeeches are. 

Madam, ſays Hector, if I may 

Be bold to ſpeak, I will not ſtay, 
Becauſe our men are ſore put to't, 
And want my fiſt to help em out; 
But I muſt beg you'll not be ſlack, 
To ſtroke your ſwain upon his back; 
No wench can do unleſs ſhe tries, 


Your hand may make his---courage rife ; 


When that is done diſpatch him ſoon, 

But do not take that courage down, 

Nor ſtay him with your coaxing prate, 

But let him meet me at the gate; 

I go to ſee my ſon and wife, 

The joy and comfort of my life; 

For who can tell, if Hector may 

Have luck to fight another day ; 

Some witch, that chuſes to annoy him, 

May guide a broomſtaff to deſtroy him. 
This ſaid, he ply'd his heels and run 

To ſeek his loving wife and ſon. 


When he came home ſhe was not there, 


Nor could he find her far or near. 
She, with her little ſon and maid, 
Was got upon the great parade; 
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There ſaw the troopers bruiſe and cut, 

Until it almoſt grip'd her gut; 

Still ſhe kept peeping o'er the plain 

To find her dearee, but in vain ; 

Whilſt he through twenty alleys ſtumbl'd, 

And all the while his gizzard grumbl'd ; 

'Then ſought the poſtern with intent, 

To aſk the guard which way ſhe went. 

Halloo, my lads, did any ſee 

My loving wife, Andromache ? 

Or did ſhe land at Temple ſtairs 

To join th' old women in their pray'rs ? 

Or all this time that I have miſt her 

Think you ſhe's gone to ſee her ſiſter ? 
She's not at church, replies the centry, 

Clubbing her pray'rs with thoſe old gentry, 

Nor is ſhe gone to Priam's hall, 

But ſtands, d' ſee, on yonder wall. 

She heard how faſt the Trojans flew, 

And was in grievous fears for you ; 

Her haſte was ſuch, that I can ſay, 

She trotted ev'ry bit o' th* way: 

And then, as faſt as ſhe could ſtraddle, 

The nurſe did with the bantling waddle, 
At this bold Hector ſaid no more, 

But walk'd the way he came before, 
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Through ten or twenty crooked ſtreets, 
When, near the gate, his wife he-meets. 

His wife was very chaſte and good, 

And in her veins had ſpecial blood ; 

| Beſides (a charm much priz'd of late) 

Was heireſs to a large eſtate. 

Soon as ſhe did her huſband ſpy 

She gave a ſpring a quarter high 

The nurſe then follow'd with the lad 
That ſcratch'd, and roar'd, and kick'd like mad. 
Great Hector often had been trying 

To cure the croſs-grain'd brat from crying, 
But could not do't, ſo call'd his name 
Scamandrius, from a running ſtream ; 

Tho', thinking that queer name would gall him, 
Aſtyanax the Trojans call him. 

Hector was in his heart right glad 

To ſee the ſprawling ſcrambling lad, 

But with a very doleful look 

His partner ſeiz d his fiſt, and ſpoke, 

Whilſt you might ſee within her eye, 

The tears ſtood ready cock'd to cry : 

Why ſure you cannot think, my life, 

To leave your only ſon and wife; 

Think but how great muſt be my fall, 
Should you get drubb'd for good and all ; 
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I know, my dear, tho you don't ſee't, 
Your courage is by much too great. 
With ſingle bullies you can cope, 

But againſt hoſts there's little hope ; 
Therefore, if die my Hector muſt, 

God ſend I firſt r2turn to duſt ; 

Rather than ſtay to moan and weep 

I hope to go the firſt to ſleep; 

There's no one left, if thou ſhouldſt fail, 
To buy thy wife a pot of ale; 

Pve neither father left nor mother, 

Nor loving uncle, aunt, or brother, 

At Thebes Achilles burnt us out, 

And kill'd my fighting dad to boot ; 
But when he had the good man ſlain, 
With pity he was overta'n, ny 
Made a moſt mighty fuſs and racket, 
And burnt the body in its jacket ; 

Then rais'd a mountain o'er his bones, 
Compos'd of clay, and ſand, and ſtones, 
It happen'd where ſome fairies haunted, * 
And they the place with elm trees planted, 
At the ſame time ſeven loving brothers 
This damn'd infernal raſcal ſmothers ; 
Quite unawares the lads he ſnaps, 

As they for mice were ſetting traps, 
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Then took my mother priſoner, ,. _. . 
And ſent her to, the-lord knows where; 158 
Tho' ſoon, becauſe ſhe was not Sans)? 

He let her go for little ranſom ; 

But to her houſe ſhe ſcarce was got 
Before ſhe was by Dian ſhot. 
I care not, tho' of them bereft, 
A pinch of ſnuff, if thou art left; 
But if my bully rock ſhould fall, 
They're loſt again, not one, but all; 
For ſake of me and this brave boy | 
Keep ſnug within the walls of Troy, 
I'Il tell thee where the whoreſbirds make 
Their ſtrongeſt puſh, the town to take; 
Do but obſerve their ragged bands 
All muſter where yond fig-tree ſtands ; 
'There let thy broomſhaft fly ding dong, 
And maul that ſhabby-looking throng. 

Not that alone, the chief reply'd, 

Shall be my care, there's more beſide ; 
I've many ſturdy jobs to do, 
Which I ſhall quickly buckle to; 
Should I hang back, you'd quickly ſee 
The Trojans making game of me, 
And ladies, with their ſweeping tails, 

Be much ſurpris'd what Hector ails. 
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Then, at the next tea-table lecture, 
Cry, bleſs us! what is come to Hector? 
When broils begin, I never fail; 
Fighting to me is cakes and ale. 

When young I practis'd ev'ry day 

Both quarter-ſtaff and cudgel play; 
And I'll be firſt, you may depend, 

Our beef and pudding to defend. 

And yet that curſed day will come, 

I know by th' pricking of my thumb, 
When Troy ſhall tumble in a ruin 
Of that damn'd brimſtone Juno's brewing : 
Tho' all my great relations dying 
Wont ſet me half fo ſoon a crying, 


As what I inwardly foreſee 
Will happen to Andromache, 


They'll make my rib a water heaver, 

Or put her *prentice to a weaver ; 

And if this wont enough deject her, 
They'll add, ſee here the wife of Hector 
As if thou hadſt not miſery | 
Enough without rememb'ring me. 

All that I wiſh is, that I may 

Lie fix foot deep before that day, 

Where I ſhall neither, when I'm cold, 
Hear my wife ſigh, or cry, or ſcold, 
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This ſaid, the bully back of Troy 

Stretch'd out his arms to take his boy; 
'The lad hung back, and durft not touch 
His brazen hat, for e er ſo much; 

Pleas'd, he laid down his glitt'ring hat, 
Which quieted the brawling brat ; _ 
'Then lifts him high into the air, 

And prays a ſpecial country pray'r : 
O Jupiter ! brimful of glory, 

Who dwells in heav'n's upper ſtory, 
Protect this lad, and grant that he 

The wonder of the world may be, 

And at the ſport in which I prided 

May break, more heads than ever I did; 
That when he lays his twenties flat, 

And brings away the gold-lac'd hat, 

The folks may ſay with one accord, 

He beats his father, by the I--d.; 
And when they ſhout and praife the boy 
His mam. bey—— herſelf for jop. 

He ſpokey and ſmiling look'd upon her, 
Then laid the hapeful bantling on her. 
She hugg'd him cloſely to her breaſt, _ 
And ſung him lullabye to reſt; - 
Tho! fear poſſeſt her foul ſo ſtrong, 
She made a ſort af crying ſong. 
8 
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This Hector view'd with feeling eye, 
(He hated much to ſee her cry) 
And, tho' he ſeem'd to look more grum for't, 
He ſpoke theſe words to give her comfort : 
No man can break thy Hector's pate, 
Unleſs he is allow'd by fate; 
And this be ſure, no mortal man 
Can live much longer than he can; 
'þ When raw-bon'd death once takes the held 
# He makes both may'rs and ſheriffs yield; 
| Ceaſe then, my jewel, get you in 
To knit, or darn, or ſtitch, or ſpin. 
For me, it always is my lot 
To be where broken pates are got ; 
As firſt in fame, my men ſhall view 
I dare be firſt in danger too. 
This ſaid, he takes his ſcullcap up, 
With gooſe quills ſhaded at the top; 


His d ſlowly homeward went, 
And 8 down in diſcontent; 
Where, as ſhe made her doleful moan, 
The pigs return'd her grunt for groan, 
And both the cook and chambermaid 
Hellow'd as if their lord was dead. 
Paris, awak'd by honour's ſnout, 


Reſolves to take the other bout; 


| 
\ 
| 
: 
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In a bright cap you ſee him tow'ring, 
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The ſame that Hector caught him ſcow'ring. 


Like a wild colt that's broke his rein, 
He bounds and ſkips along the plain, 
Thro' mud and water kicks and flings, 


And ſnuffs the breeding mares i' th' ings : 


Juſt ſo briſk Paris, bold and ſprightly, 
Reſolves to buckle to it tightly ; 

Then joining Hector's jobbernoul, 
Away they trotted cheek by joul ; 
When Paris firſt began to ſay, 
Brother, you muſt excuſe my ſtay, 

I could not ſooner get away. 

I ſtay'd, if I the truth muſt tell ye, 
To do a little job for Nelly, 

Which hindred me *bout half an hour, 
It could not be a great deal more ; 
But the poor honeſt loving heart 
With dry lips always hates to part, 

I therefore think I'm bound in honour 


To ſ— d, what I can ſpare, upon her. 
Brother, ſays Hector, let what's paſt 


Be quite forgot, you're come at laſt, 
And that's enough ; thou art in blood 

My brother, make that kinſhip good ; 
G 2 
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In broils let's ſecond one another, | 
And then I'll own thee for a brother : 

That you dare fight was never doubted, 

Nor was your valour &er difputed; _ 

But Troy makes fuch a curſed roaring 
About your idleneſs and whoring, 

That, did you hear but half they prate, 
You'd wipe it off at any rate; 
Some pains I'd therefore have you take, 
They've box'd it ſtoutly for your ſake ; - 

*T would pleaſe me much to hear em telling 
You ſweat your foes, as well as Hellen, 
And are prepared to ſtorm a trench, 

Or ſtorm the quarters of a wench, 

Juſt as it ſuits; ſuch men as theſe 

Are ſure all ſorts of folks to pleaſe.  _ 
But chear thee up, our toils ſhall ceaſe  \ \ 
When Jove thinks fit to give us peace 
The Græcian rogues, with grief and ſhame, 
Shall trundle back from whenee they came. 
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Wi HEN Hector from the town return Ss. 
The fray with double fury burn'd. 

Pallas for Greece was fore afraid, 

So ſlips her down to lend em aid. 

Apollo ſaw her ftealing down, 

And met her pretty near the town. 

After ſome compliments and prattle, 

They both agree to ceaſe the battle 

For the remainder of that day, 

But further Homer doth not ſay. 
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Hector advances with a boat 

To challenge all the Grecian hoſt, 

Which ſcar d the Greeks ſo mightily, 

*T vas thought that moſt of them let 151 
Tho nine at laſt their names put in, 
After they d wip'd their breeches clean. 
When honeft heavy Ajax got 

By Neftor's management the lot, 

Theſe two moſt doughty champions fight, 
Till parted by one Mrs. Night. 

In a full council, Troy's old men 

Think Helen beſt ſent back again; 
But Paris fwears he will not ſpare, 

Of all her ftock, one ſingle hair 

About her perſon ;, but her treaſure 
Hell give the Greeks with treble meaſure. 
Priam a bellman ſends to offer 

The Greeks this advantageous proffer 
(Not doubting but they'd think the money 
Better than any hach d out coney); 
Aud likewiſe bid the knave obtain 

A truce for burning of the ſlain. 

The Greeks when told of what had paſt, 
Refuſe the firſt, but grant the laſt. 
Aſter they'd burnt their dead men all, 

| The Greeks begin to build a wall; 
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At which old Neptune gan to grumble, 
Till Fove declar'd it foon ſhould tumble; \ 


Tho” peals of thunder did them fright, _ 


The hungry ſcoundrels eat all night. 
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HUS ſpake this Trojan heart of oak, 

And thundred thro the gate like ſmoke. 
His brother Paris follow'd clofe, 
Reſolv'd to give the Greeks a doſe : 
As when poor ſailors tir'd with towing, 
And all their fingers gall'd with rowing, 
Find Jove at laſt has not forgot 'em, 
They ceaſe to growl and cry god rot em; 
No more each two-legg'd bruin ſwears, 
But lends the coming breeze three chears. 
Thus welcome are theſe roaring boys, 
Both to the Dardan troops and Troy's ; 
And they who ſcarce the field could keep, 
Now drive the Grecians on a heap. 
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No ſooner Paris got his breath, 

But he Meneſtheus put to death. 

One *Squire Areithous, upon 

Fair Philomeda, got this ſon ; 

By which our author meant to tell 
This ſon was got before he fell. 

Then one Eroneus was o'erthrown, 
And like a ninepin tumbl'd down ; 

An inch below his cap of ſteel, 

A thump from Hector made him feel; 
Much ftronger necks could not reſiſt 
Such blows from Hector's mutton fiſt. 
Down tumbl'd he, upon the plain 

He fell, but ne' er got up again 

Then almoſt in the very locus, 
Iphinous was ſlain by Glaucus; 

The broomſhaft's point his ſhoulder tore up 
Juſt as he ſet his foot i' th' ſtirrup, 
Which chang'd th' intended motion ſoon 
From riſing up to tumbling down. 
Minerva could not help from grumbling 
To ſee her fav'rite Grecians tumbling z 
+ Headlong ſhe dives, but wiſe Apollo 
Took care the gypſy's ſteps to follow. 
They met beneath a beachen ſhade, 
And after compliments were paid, 
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I ſhould be glad, his godſhip cries, 
To know why Pallas left the ſkies; #4 
From heav'n your ladyſhip came down, 
I gueſs, to crack ſome Trojan's crown * 
Surely no joy Minerva feels, 4 
But when the Trojans ſhew their rey 
I can but think thy heavy touch 
T roy has already felt too much ; 

But ceaſe thy wrath this day, and ſoon - 
"Theſe wooden tow'rs ſhall tumble down, 
Since two celeſtial brims conſpire 

To ſet the good old town on fire. 

When thus the blue-ey'd Pallas ſaid, 

You've hit the very nail of th' head. 

With this deſign I came, but how 

To get the royſters parted now 

Is all I want; for ſuch a clatter 1 ff 
They keep, whilft blood and guts they beter, 
That Stentor with his brazen lungs, + // 
Or fame with all her hundred tongues, 

One word amongſt them cannot wedge, 
Tho' ſet with e' er ſo ſharp an edge; | 
Then how ſhould I ? for, without flatt' ring, 
You know I ne'er was fam'd for chatt' ring. 
To her replies the ſage Apollo, HT 
I know a ſcheme, which if you follow, 
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The deed is done, I'Il pawn my ſoul. 
Inſpire you Hector's jobbernoul 

The foremoſt of the foe to ſeek, 

And challenge out the braveſt Greek, 

To finiſh this moſt furious day, 

With quarter-ſtaff and cudgel play, 

Till Greece deſirous to abaſe him, 

Shall find ſome hard- ſcull'd knave to face him. 

This bargain made, they diſappear d; 
But Helenus their chat o'erheard, 

The breaſt of Hector ſtraight he fir'd, 
By telling him he was inſpir'd. 

Obſerve, ſays he, thou daring youth, 
The words I ſpeak, they're goſpel truth 
Go to the foremoſt ranks, and ſtay 
Both ſides from fighting more to-day ; | 
Then challenge, tho' the Greeks ſhould ſtare, 
Their beſt backſword or cudgel play'r; | 
And be aſſured, once for all, 

This day old nick wont let you fall. 

He ſaid, and Hector march'd along 
To ſtay the Greek and Trojan throng. 
The troops he ſtop'd both far and near, 
By flouriſhing his ſtaff in air. 

The Greek commander at the ſight, 
Order'd his knaves to ceaſe the fight. 
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Apollo and the fighting lafs 50 off] 
Were pleas'd to find their ſcheme take play; 
Like jawdaws on the beach they fate, fAY 


To ſee which broke the other's pate. | 
The troops were glad, as well they might, | 1 
To reſt and ſee their leaders fight. 1 
T would pleaſe you much to fee how ſoon 1 
The rabble threw their broomſtaffs down, 
And then with all convenient haſte 

Their buttocks on the ground they plac'd. 
As when a darkneſs ſpreads the ftreets, 
One drunkard with another meets, 

They roll, and mighty pother keep, 
Till both i' th' kennel fall afleep. 

Thus by degrees the hoſts around, 

Settle themſelves upon the ground; 
When Hector, with a thundring ſpeech, 
Made half the Grecians daub their breech. i 
Ye Grecians, and ye Trojans, hear, * 1 
What I am order'd to declare: 4 
Old croſs-grain'd Jove's averſe to peace, Fl 
And ſwears our broils ſhall never ceaſe; 
But orders war to rage anew, 

Till you burn us, or we burn you; 
Better to end it ſaon than late, 

Or make a peace inadequate ; 
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Therefore with both your ears attend, 
"Tis Hector counſels as à friend 

To fave more blood; find out a knight 
That dares with valiant Hector fight; 
If I ſhould drop, by chance of war, 
My doublet falls to th* conqu'ror's ſhare, 
And all my ſpoil ; my carcaſs tho, 
Amongſt my friends to Troy muſt go, 
There to be burnt ; and whilſt it's frying 
They'll make a concert up of crying; 
But if, by honeſt Phoebus! aid, 

Your champion 1n the duſt be laid, 

To gain his coat, if I have luck, 

On Phoebus? ſhrine it ſhall be ſtuck, 
The body ſhall be ſent you home 

To put upon his tomb a ſtone, 

Which, when ſome honeſt tar ſhall ſee, 
As he returns from ſmuggling tea, 
Thus, to himſelf, poor Jack will cry, 
(Belching a ſoft geneva ſigh) 

Here lies, beneath this ſtone ſo poliſh'd, 
A Greek, by Hector's ſtaff demoliſh'd ; 
The ſtone acquaints us with the deed, 
I'd tell his name if I could red. 
This challenge made *em all look blue, 
Yet to get off they knew not how, 
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When Menelaus, from among 

The crowd, was firſt to find his tongue. 

He whips him up from off his breech, 

And thus began a mettl'd ſpeech : 

Ye men of Greece, why all this trimming ? 

Nay hold, I mean ye Grecian women, 

What ſhame ! when half the world ſhall hear 

Ye all bepiſt yourſelves for fear | 

That Greece had not one bold protector 

Durſt fight this bullying ſcrub, this Hector; 

But I will fight him you ſhall ſee, 

Tho' he's as tall again as me; 

And by that time perhaps ye may 

Be chang'd to what ye came from, clay, 
This ſpeech of ſpeeches being done 

His greaſy buffcoat he put on; 

Wrath fill'd him with a ſtrong deſire 

To run his fingers into th' fire. 

Had he the fate of battle try'd 

Hector had ſurely trimm'd his hide; 

But all at once the Grecian kings, 

As if attack'd by hornets' ſtings, 

Start up, with one conſent to ſpeak, 

And ſtop this over-valiant Greek ; 

Reſolv'd to ſave the furious Spartan, 

From being ſorely drubb'd for certain ; 
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Atrides, upon this occaſion, 


Was firſt to make a fine oration. 

He clinch'd his fiſt, and thus began, 
The devil ſure is in the man; 
Why, what the murrain are you doing, 
To run thus headlong on your ruin ? 
You've no more chance, I'll make't appear, 
Than Jackſon's maſtiff with a bear; 
Vext tho' thou art, and ought to be, 
Hector's an over- match for thee ; 
Achilles ſelf, were not his clothes 
So thick they keep him ſafe from blows, 
Sooner than meet this dreadful foe 
Would take a trip to Strumbello: 
Stay then ſecure, or lie in bed, 
We'll find a chief with thicker head; 
Tho' pleas'd the ſtouteſt on the lawn 
Will be to have the battle drawn, 
Whene'er he's ſummon'd to the lift, 
To fight this Hector hand to fiſt. 
He ſpoke, and honeſt Menelau 
Was glad at heart he need not go, 
But kept the farce up and look'd gruff, 
Whilſt his friends pull'd his doublet off; 
When the old cock with froth and ſlaver, 
Began, as uſual, his pallaver. 
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'O Grecian princes ! what's the matter, 
That thus I hear your grinders chatter ? 
Poor Greece now weeps to ſee each ſon 
By one bluff Trojan thus run down. 

Ola Peleus us d to hear with joy, 
How well ye drubb'd theſe ſons of Troy; 
And thought he ne'er could hear enough, 
How Jack could kick, and Ned could cuff, 
Zooks ! how he'll ſweat, when he ſhall hear 
One Trojan makes ye {tink for fear; 
What grievous tears will he let fall, 
And wiſh the d —1 had ye all. 
O!] that Minerva, Sol, or Jove, 
Would, out of pure. goodwill and love, 
Renew my youth with ſtrength in plenty, 
Such as J had at five and twenty, 
When I broke all th' Arcadian ſpears, 
And made the ſcoundrels hang their ears, 
One Eruthelion at that place 
Had got a knotted iron mace, 
Which Areithous firſt did handle, 
Juſt as I would a farthing candle. 
With this he ſmaſh'd the boldeſt foe, 
But ſcorn'd the jav lin or the bow; 
Vet one Lycurgus came at laſt, 
And fix'd a jaw lin in his breaſt. 

H 
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Down tumbl'd he in rueful caſe; 
On which Lycurgus ſtole his mace ; 

But when old age had made him blind, 
The dreadful weapon he reſign'd 

To Eruthalion, who would ſlay 

A dozen troopers ev'ry day: 

This he for ſev'ral days had done, 
Which made our ſoldiers ſweat and run. 
All ran but me, I ſcorn'd to flinch; 
Tho' youngeſt, would not ſtir an inch. 
This man, whom all the army fear'd, 

I met, and took him by the beard, 

O'er ſuch a length of ground he fell, 
You'll hardly credit what I tell, 

Believe, of lies I am no maker, 

When down, he cover'd half an acre. 
Were I juſt now but half as ſtrong, 
Hector ſhould not ſtand hect'ring long. 
But you that are in youthful vigour, 
All join to cut a ſpecial figure: 

If you dare n't fight the man een ſay, 
Don't trembling ſtand, but run away. 
"Theſe words ſo high their courage blew, 
That nine brave captains offer'd now. 
Bold Agamemnon foremoſt preſt 
To ſhew himſelf before the — 
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Him follow'd with the utmoſt ſpeed, 
That fighting varlet Diomede. 
'Then honeſt Ajax freely offer'd. 
Oileus was the next that proffer'd. 
Idomeneus put in his claim. 

Merion then, a dreadful name. 
Euripylus deſired a place. 

Bold Thoas next the liſt did grace. 
Ulyſles noted all that paſt, 

And ſlyly lent his name the laſt. 

All ſeem'd as briſk to fight him now, 
As run away awhile ago. 

When Neſtor found his ſpeech ſucceed, 
He ſpoke again : My boys take heed, 
You'd like to've quarrell'd who ſhould run firſt, 
And now all wiſh they had begun firſt ; 
But to prevent all future diff*rence, 
About our giving one the pref*rence, 

I'd have you take the good advice 
Of Sancho's * lawyer, box and dice; 


„ Cervantes tells us, if I remember right, that Sanche 
Pancha, after hearing the cauſe on both ſides with wonder- 
ful attention, and taken a little time to digeſt the learned 
debates, pull'd out his box and dice to decide the matter, 
and the higheſt throw won the cauſe which gave great con- 
tent, If our j-dg-s would but follow his example, it would 
prevent their being ſo often interrupted in their nap, as they 
need but be diſturb'd once in a cauſe, 
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And it ſhall be his lot to go, 
That trundles out the higheſt throw: 
Wbhoe'er he be, the valiant buck 
*Will think himſelf in helliſh “ luck. 
He ſpoke, and then his caſe unlocks, 
And out he lugs both dice and box. 
The heroes all begin to pray, 
But on my ſoul *tis hard to ſay, 
Whether to loſe or win the day; 
But all agreed to wiſh one thing, 
That Ajax muddy head might win. 
Atrides then his elbows ſhak'd, 
Though inwardly his gizzard quak'd ; 
But ſoon he was reliev'd this bout ; 
For Neſtor cries, aums ace, you're out. 
Then Ajax graſps his clumſey fiſt, 
And gives the box a dev'liſh twiſt ; 
Out pops the dice, cries Neſtor ſeven 
'S the main; a nick, by Jove, eleven. 
Another throw then Ajax tries. 
Eight is the main old Neſtor cries, 
Reſolv'd his johberndul to cozen, 
Roars out, another nick, a dozen; 


Whether Neſtor means good or bad luele by the word 
' helliſh, we muſt refer to the bucks of this age, becauſe by 
hem the word is uſed indifferently for both good and bad. 
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And ſo it might I ſwear and vow, 
For aught that honeſt Ajax knew, 
Who truſted what they ſaid was right, 
And ſo prepar'd himſelf for fight, 
Whilſt. all the reſt could hardly help 
From laughing at the thick-fculPd whelp. 
O warriors | cries this head of cod, 
Pl ſmoke great Hector's hide by gd; 
But lend me firſt each man a pray r, 
So low the Frojans may not hear; 
But let em hear, on recollection, 
To pray is no ſuch great reflection: 
No man who handles ſword or ſpear, 
Dare think I ſay my pray'rs for fear. 
Shew me the man, alive or dead, 
That valiant Ajax ought to dread. 
Not Warwick's ever dreadful earl, 
Whoſe arm fo huge a club could whirl, 
That antient authors tell you how 
He kill'd a monſtrous great dun cow ; - 
Was he alive, I make no doubt 
To kill him, and his cow to boot. 
In Salamis my mother bore me 
To drive the trembling. world before me. 
This faid, the troops perform their parts, 
And lend their pray'rs with all their hearts: 
= ip 
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O father Jove ! whoſe greateſt pride a 
Is whoring on the mountain Ida! 
Now grant that honeſt Ajax may 
Give the firſt broken head to day ; 
But if thou guard'{ this Trojan ſpawn, 
'Then grant the battle may be drawn, 
That as they fight for fame, not profit, 
They both may claim the honour of it. 
Now Ajax dons his coat of buff, 
Bedawb'd with greaſe and ſweat enough ; 
Then like a Spaniard moves, who prides 
To ſhew his wrath in mighty ſtrides. 
Great joy ran through the Grecian band, 
Though his ſtaff trembl'd in his hand; 
And whilſt he was the Trojan eying, 
He ſmil'd to keep himſelf from crying. 
The Greeks were humm'd, and Troy beſides 
Was ſcar'd to fee him take ſuch ſtrides ; 
Hector himſelf was wondring that 
His mighty heart went pit-a-pat ; 
Though now there was no time to take, 
But he muſt brew as well as bake. 
Ajax behind his ſhield did keep, 
Vent'ring but now and then to peep. 
A dev'liſh thumping ſhield it was, 
"T would load an Engliſh ox or afs. 
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Look Scotland through *till you are blind, 
So large a targe you'll hardly find. 
Seven good tup ſkins as you could wiſh 
Cover'd a large old pewter diſh. 
One Tychius there dwelt in Hyle, 
Where workmen finiſh'd work moſt vilely.z 
But this old leather man they tell, 
Had found the art of working well. 
He made this ſhield which Ajax bore, 
And loud behind was heard to roar ; 
Hector come here, and I ſhall try, . 
Who cudgels belt, or you, or I. 
Achilles dare not come, who. cares, 
You ſee as good a man that dares. 
Let him fit ſulky if he will, | 
His place great Ajax. ſelf will fill. 
Heroes like me we have good itore 
At leaſt there's half a dozen more, 
Born to offend, defend, or watch, 
And me they ſend: you for a ſwatch ; 
So let me loſe the day, or win, | 
I ſtand here ready to begin. 
Hector replies, Great ſon of Tel 
You ſeem to talk it mighty well; 
Surely you take the rock of Troy 
For an old woman or a boyz 
H 4 
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Or elſe, perhaps, a wood-born fool, 


That runs whene'er he ſees an owl; 
But I'll convince you to your coſt, 
You reckon now without your hoſt, 
I know your fierceft blows to ward, 
And to maintain St. George's guard; 
To puſh it home in tierce or quart, 
But now I ſhall not uſe my art : 
Let downright ſtrength ſupply its ſtead, 
I ſcorn to ſteal a broken head. 

At this his quarter-ſtaff he rears, 
And laid about the Greeian's ears. 
_ His head he gave a ſwinging knock, 
But might as well have hit a rock. 
Ajax then drove at Hector's crown, 
Who flinch'd, or elſe he'd knock'd him down; 
So vaſtly furious. was the ſtroke, 
Both quaxter- ſtaves to pieces broke; 
The cudgels next the heroes try, 
And baſte each other hip and thigh; 
Fierce as two ſquabbling lawyers prate, 
Or two fiſh wives at Billingſgate. 
Their chatt'ring rage received no check, 
Till Hector got a ſcratch i' th' neck. 
Enrag'd to fee his blood run down, 


He ſtoop'd to take him up a ſtone, 
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Which hit and bounc'd from Ajax head, 
As if of braſs it had been made: 
But Ajax threw with ſuch a ſhock 
A craggy ragged piece of rock, 
That he the pleaſure had to ſee 
It lam'd poor He tor on his knee. 
Hector was glad to lean upon 
His ſhield, or elſe he'd tumbled down; 
But his old friend Apollo ſoon , 
With a good dram reviv'd the loon. 
Andrew Farara's next the word, 
For each had got a highland ſword ; 
Which when they flouriſhed in the air, 
The ſhining circles made folks ſtare. 
Juſt as they met to cut and ſlaſh, 
And of their bodies make a haſh; 
The ſeconds interpos'd, and ſwore 
For that bout they ſhould fight no more... 
Talthybius was the Grecian's ſecond, 
Idzus Hector's friend was reckon'd, 
(Both conſtables and cunning knaves) 
Betwixt the ſwords they thruſt their ſtaves. 
Idzus firſt began to fpeak, 
For he had learnt a little Greek : 

Forbear, my buffs, your further fray, 

Jove ſays ye fight no more to-day ; 
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No more of bus'neſs can be done, 

Becauſe the day's alrgady gone. 

Now Ajax, who was cock a hoop, 

Becauſe he could with Hector cope, 

Anſwers: To Hector, pray Sir, ſpeak, 

He challeng'd forth the braveſt Greek 

If he ſhould tell me it is night, 

And therefore time to end the fight, 

P11 do't ; but he you'll own, my friend, 

That firſt begun, the firſt ſhould end. 
Then Hector ſpeaks: Great Sir, you're right; 

Uſe but your eyes you'll fee it's night, 

And you well know our martial law 

Forbids at night the ſword to draw: 

We may decide {ome other day, 

Who's the beſt man at cudgel-play. 

Return thou to the Greeks, old boy, 

They'll feel at thy eſcape much joy ; 

And ev'ry chief and Trojan dame 

At my eſcape will feel the ſame. 

But let us on this glorious day 

Make ſome exchange, that folks may ſay, 

Theſe ſouls were neither whig nor tory, 

But battled for their country's glory. 
With that a ſword he gave, whoſe hilt 
Was made of braſs, but double gilt. 
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This gift did Ajax ſtomach melt 
So much, he gave his beſt. buff belt: 
Then with a Spaniſh air thoſe twain 
Majeſtic ſtrutted off the plain. 
Hector at his return to Troy 
Made all the Trojans jump for joy ; 
They ſtar'd, but yet the better half, 
Could ſcarce believe that he was ſafe... 
Poor Ajax was ſwell'd up and puff d, 
Like a black pudding over-ſtuff*d. 
In this queer trim the Grecians bring 
The puff d up hero to the king, 
Who orders for this champion bold 
To kill a bullock five years old. 
*T was done almoſt as ſoon as ſaid; 
The quarters roaſted ; table ſpread : 
The king of kings himſelf took care 
To deal each hungry knave his ſhare ; 
But when this Ajax came to dine, 
He ſet before him a firloin, 
By which you'll think, and think aright, 
The man could eat as well as hight. 
When they had ſtuff d their bellies full, 
And drank each man a hearty pull, 

| Neſtor begins, who never long 
Was known to hold his noiſy tongue: 


108 TRE SEVENTH. BOOK: or 


Dear comrades, was not this, I pray,.. 
To us a very diſmal gay ? 
A dozen hearty cocks, or more, 
Are knock'd o th' head upon the ſhore. 
Whilſt we are drown'd in grief and ſorrow, 
How can. we think to fight to-morrow ? 
A little time ſhould ſure be found 
To get our dead men under ground: 
Which if we don't, I know full well 
They'll quickly make a curſed fmel] ; 
To Hector's drubs we need not yield, 
Our friends will ſtink us off the field, 
When we have got them underground, 
Both rotten carcaſſes and ſound, 
We'll lay upon each man a ſtone, . 
For babes to cry or piſs upon. 
And next I muſt adviſe ye all 
To dig a ditch and build a wall, 
Our huts and lighters to ſecure 
From that damn'd Trojan ſpawn of whore, 
With good ſtrong gates, that, if the rout 
Should come too near, we'll bolt *em out, 
Upon, the walls build tow'rs, and prop em; 
The devil's in't if that don't ſtop em: 
We then may boldly face the foe, 
And when we run know where to go. 
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For want of this, if we are beat, * 
They'll ſouſe us all, and burn the fleet. 
Thus ſpake this queer old Grecian wight, 
And all the captains thought him right. | 

In the mean time the Trojan peers 
Were met, and almoſt got by th' ears, 
Tho' fore afraid, this crew ſo factious 
Could not refrain from being fractious; 

All order they deſpis'd or ſummons, 

Juſt like an Engliſh houſe of — =, 

At laſt the grave Antenor roſe, 

And ftrove their diffirence to compoſe, 

What I ſhall utter is no merit, 

*Tis inſpiration of the ſpirit, 

Says this old cuff; reſtore but Hellen, 
And we our houſes ſafe may dwell in; 
Let all her treaſures be reſtor'd, 

With her tuquoque, to her lord. 

If Paris hath not got enough 
Of trimming her bewitching buff, 
But longs to ſwitch the gipſy ſtill, 

You'll own with me he never will; 

Then muſt be forc'd, and ſo I vote 

To do the very thing he ought. 

We broke the truce, Atrides ſwore it, 
And Jupiter will pelt us for it: 
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Then ſtay not to be · bidden twice, 
But take for once a fool's advice. 

Th' old Trojan ſpoke and down he fat, 
When Paris roſe and twirl'd his hat: 
You ſay your ſpeech muſt claim no merit, 
*Tis inſpiration of the ſpirit ; 

But if the matter I can handle, 

A canting quaker's farthing candle, 
Twinkling within him, gives more light 
Than this of yours that burns ſo bright. 
When young perhaps you might be wile ; 
Wiſdom decays as well as eyes. 
You think that I have had enough 

Of working Helen's heav'nly buff: 

The thought is mighty well for you, 
For whom three times a year might do; 
But Hellen n&er ſhall quit my hand, 

So long as I can go or ſtand. 

Her treaſures of my own accord 

J will relinquiſh to her lord; 

My treaſures will I give him too, 

But lovely Nell ſhall never go; 

She ſhall not, by my ſoul, old grandſire, 
So take this for a final anſwer. 

Priam, who fear'd by all this rout, 
His truſty "Trojans might fall out, 
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"Roſe up to ſpeak ; the crew fo vi'lent 
Had the good manners to be filent : 
Ye gen'rous ſouls that round me fit, 
What think ye if we eat a bit ? 
Then guard the walls, and ſee all's right, 
Till Phoebus drives away the night? 
FP th* morn a bellman will I ſend, 
To tell the Greeks what we intend ; 
And let him aſk a truce to burn 
Our ſlain, and over them to mourn : 
That done, with all our might and mam, 
We'll buckle to't and fight again. 
Soon as the Trojan king had ſaid, 
Each ſeiz'd a piece of cheeſe and bread ; 
They look'd for neither boil'd nor roaſt, 
But eat their luncheon at their poſt. - 
An hour before the riſing ſun, 
Idzus to the camp did run : 
He found the Greeks in council fat, 
Conſid' ring of, they ſcarce knew what. 
Thus he began : Ye Grecians, pray 
Lend both your ears to what I ſay ; 
And by my ſoul, on both my knees, 
I wiſh what I ſhall ſay may pleaſe. 
The Trojan monarch lets you know 
What Paris will, and will not do: 
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He will reſtore, with large increaſe, | 
The wealth that Hellen brought from Greece; 
I wiſh the whore and rogue both drown'd 
Before they touch'd the Trojan ground) 
And if he can but peace reſtore, 

Will doubl' it three times o'er and o'er. 
This he will do, but bid me tell ye, 
He'll never part with lovely Nelly : 
Hellen, ſays he, ſhant quit my hand, 

So long as I can go or ſtand. 

Next I'm to aſk a truce to burn 

Our friends, and over them to mourn ; 
And then with all our might and main, 

If fo ye like, we'll fight again : | 
But who ſhall drub each other well, 

The lord above can only tell. 

All the Greek chiefs, by what appears, 
Heard ev'ry word with both their ears; 
But, like a modern bill in chancer, 

They took ſome time to give their anſwer. 
This did Tydides' rage provoke, 
Who roſe, -and as he roſe he ſpoke : 

Zooks ! you would make a parſon ſwear, 
| To ſee ye all thus gape and ſtare | 
Their treaſure ſhant avail em now, 


Not if they'd give us Hellen too: 
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You ſee we've ſhook their ſtrongeſt tow'rs ; 


Drub 'em, and all their pelf is ours. 


The Greeks approv'd this ſhort oration, 


And, gaping, ſhout their approbation. 
Atrides then the peace rejects, 
But ſends to Priam his reſpects : 


You hear, good Sir, the ſhouts of Greece 


Are all againſt this offer'd peace. 
As much as you, all broils we hate, 
But think the peace nadequate : 
Yet you may ſearch your friends i' th” field; 
We're ſatisfied when once they re kill'd. 
Fake care that o'er and o'er you turn 'em, 
Alive I would not have you burn 'em: 
And tho? no certain time's requeſted, 
By us you ſhall not be moleſted. 

His truncheon then he rear'd, to ſhew 
Whate'er he ſaid he meant to do. 
On this the crier bends his way 
To Troy, to tell em what they ſay. 
The Trojan peers were got together, 
Like flocks of birds in froſty weather. 
Thus gather'd on a heap he caught 'em, 


Waiting to hear what news he brought em. 


Finding there was no time to ſpare, 
He hem'd to make his throttle clear. 
| I | 
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They inſtant leave him room to enter, 
And place him in the very center; 

From whence he with a crier's voice 
(Where words are moſtly drown'd in noiſe) 
His ſpeech delivered full as clear 
As any crier you ſhall hear: 

'The Grecian captains, from their tents, 
To Priam ſend their compliments. | 
From peace they all deſire excuſe, 

But willingly agree to truce : 
Be not in haſte, take time, they ſaid, 
Leſt you alive ſhould burn your dead. 

The Trojans upon this thought good 
To buy ſome loads of billet wood: 

But for the Greeks, thoſe cunning elves 
Took care to fell it for themſelves. 

FIl tell you tho' the reaſon why, 

The rogues had got no caſh to buy : 
But in our modern kind of dealing, 
We think this no excuſe for ſtealing. 
The ſun had waſh'd his fiery face, 

And ready mounted for his race, 

When Greeks and "Trojans look about 
To find who'd got their brains knock d out; 
But neither ſide had time to weep, 
Till they were gather'd on a heap. 
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The Trojans then to burning fall, 
And made one crying ſerve 'em all. 
The Grecians thought th' example good, 
So out they lugg'd their ſtolen wood ; 
Then laid the bodies on a heap, 
And cry'd a concert three rows deep. 
When they where burnt as black as coal, 
One louſy tombſtone ſerv'd em all. : 
This done, they fall with might and main 
To build a wall, and dig a drain, 
Which Neſtor thought was very meet 
To guard their almoſt rotten fleet. 
Upon the wall theſe Grecian powers 
Had built, what they themſelves call'd towers; 
But in theſe days our modern doxies 
Would call them hobbling watchmen's boxes. 
Some bakers” billets next they took, 
The ſharpen'd points did outward look, 
The blunt end ſtuck in earth; and theſe 

The Grecians call chevaux de frize ; 
And yet 'tis true, though mighty odd, 
This work alarm'd the water god. 
As near to ſurly Jove he ſat, 
Brother! ſays he, I'll tell you what 

If yond mud wall the Grecians finiſh, 

The fame of mine it may diminiſh. 
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I built Troy's walls, if they come down, 
'Then theſe will beat them in renown. 
This, by my- ſoul, I ſhall not like 

Ha' done, ſays Swi, thou wrangling tike | 
Thou ſov'reign of the ſea ! and let 

A mortal work thy gullet fret; 

I love that much ; but ceaſe to grumble, 
Theſe walls of mud ſhall quickly tumble. 
No future age one ſtick ſhall view - 

Of all that ſtands before us now. 

Thy waves ſhall ſap the bottom ſoon, 
And then thyſelf may p---ſs em down. 
Whilſt thus they fratch'd, the ſetting ſun 
Juſt ſaw the Grecian labours done; 
And then the weary hungry crew, 

Their bulls and cows by dozens flew. 
The fat ſurloins on ſpits they put, 

But ſmoke their gods with tripe and gut. 
Juſt as they ſat them down to eat 

'T heir ſuppers, came the Lemnian fleet 
With wine to chear their drooping ſouls, 
And fill their empty ſkins and bowls. 
Eunzus was the main tranſactor, 

For he was Agamemnon's factor. 

A thouſand pints one ſhip did bring, 

A preſent for this mighty king; 
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The reſt the Grecian captains bought, 
To pay for which, our author thought, 
Some pawn'd a ſhirt, and ſome a coat. 0 
In feaſting all their cares were ſunk, 
And ev'ry noble chief got drunk; 
But they had made a woeful blunder, 
For Jove they pinch'd, who growl'd- like 
thunder, | 
Which ſcar'd the drunken rogues ſo ſore, 
They ſpill'd their liquor on the floor; 
And in the midſt of all their airs, 
Were glad to kneel, and ſay their pray'rs, 
To beg ſuch coil he would not keep, 
But let the maudlin knaves go ſleep. 
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1 OE calls his under trappers round him, 
And in a dev'liſh rage they found him. 
I charge you, Sirs, ſays ſurly Jove, 
That not a ſingle finner move 

To aid yond mortals that are fratching, 
And monkey like, each other ſcratching. 
IV hae er offends, obſerve me well, 
PII ſinge the ſcoundrel's locks in hell : 
Yet for all this Minerva gains 

Leave to adviſe the Grecian ſwains. 
Soon as the troops the fray renew, 


Then Jove away to Ida flew 
| 8 
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There borrowing C---x the grocers ſcales, 
He weighs---the Trojan luck prevails. 
On which, with thunder, hail, and rain, 
He ſmok'd the Grecians off the plain. 
Old Neſtor only choſe to ſtay, 
Becauſe he could not run away ; 
But Diomed ſoon brought him help, 
And ſav'd this queer old chatt'ring whelp. 
Then Juno, ever reſtleſs, ſeeks 
To make old Neptune help her Greeks. 
Neptune who knew the wheedling witch, 
Anſwers her bluntly, No, you bitch. 
Teucer comes next, his art to ſhew ;; 
He ſhot a ſpecial good long bow ; 
But Hector flops the knave's career, 


And ſent him with a flea in's ear. 


Pallas and Juno ſleal away 

To help the Grecians in the fray; 

But quickly are by Iris check'd, 

Who ſhews them what they muſt expect. 
Now whilſt they fweat, the goddeſs Night 
Arrives, and parts the bloody fight. 
Although, e're ſhe could part em all, 

The Greeks were drove behind their wall. 
The Trojans burn good fires till day, 

For fear the Greeks ſhould run away. 
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 URORA was the ſkies adorning, 

A Or in plain Engliſh, it was morning ; 
When Jove upon his woolpack ſeated, 
His moody-looking ſenate greeted. 
They ey'd him all with fearful look, 
And their teeth chatter'd as he ſpoke. 

Ye underlins of ſtate give ear 
To what I either ſay or ſwear ; 
Good heed to what I utter take ye, 
Or by the living g--d I'll make ye: 
Be not ſuch fools as think that ye 
Can alter any fixt decree ; 
Therefore, if any heav'nly knave 
Shall but attempt one ſoul to ſave, 
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Or lend his help to either ſide, 

Be ſure I'll pepper · well his hide. 

He ſhall receive from ſome ſtrong tar 
Three dozen at the capſtern bar; 

Or, in my furious wrath, pell-mell, 
I'll kick the ſcoundrel down to hell; 
To red-hot brazen doors I'll hook kinks 
And, like a rat, with brimſtone ſmoke him : 
Join all together, if ye will, 

And try your utmoſt frength and {kill ; 
As eaſily I can ye ſouſe 

As nitty taylors crack a louſe ; 

But if you chuſe with.me to cope, 

I'Il let you down this good new rope; 
Hang at one end both great and ſmall, 
P11 lift ye earth, and ſeas, and all. 

Twas thus the moody thund'rer ſpoke, 

And all the crew like aſpin ſhook : 
Yet, for all this, that cunning jade 
His baſtard, called the blue-ey'd maid, 
Maugre his bluſt'ring and ſtrutting, 

Ventur'd a word or two to put in. 

None, to be ſure, like Pallas knows 
What fools they are that dare oppoſe 
Your worſhip's will ; ſuch ſtupid blocks 
Ought to be flogg'd, or ſet i' th' ſtocks ; 
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But yet the Grecians' woeful ditty, 
Pray don't be angry if I pity; 

And tho” you ſay it is not right 

That we on either fide ſhould fight; 
Yet, let Minerva's council pray 
Adviſe *em when to run away ; 

Elſe they, not knowing where to run, 
May periſh every mother's ſon. 

The thund'rer, ſmoothing his rough face, 
Smil'd on this wheed'ling coaxing laſs ; 
Then call'd his coach, and horſes bold 
With hoofs of braſs, and manes of gold ; 
The chariot did fo glare and ſhine, 

King George's is not twice as fine. 

Jove ſat upon a ſtately throne 

Whilſt down the hill his horſes run ; 
Nor did old gruff-beard ſtay or ſtop 

Till he arriv'd on Ida's top; 

There halting, and about him looking, 
Soon ſpy'd the prieſts his dinner cooking, 
Forſakes the coach, lets down the glaſs, 
And turns his hungry ſteeds to graſs; 
Then, finding out the higheſt ſtone, 
His weary godſhip ſat him down: 

From thence he could, with half an eye, 
Both town, and tents, and ſhips eſpy. 
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The Grecians were in wond'rous haſte 
To get their ſtaves, and break their faſt: 
The Trojan bloods were up as ſoon; 
Few Trojans lay in bed 'till noon. 
The gates once open, out they rattle, 
And men and horſes ſmoke to battle; 
Drive at the enemy lap daſh, 
And cudgels againſt cudgels claſh : 
In ſtreams the blood and ſnivel flows 
From many a Grecian's ſnotty noſe, . 
And many a truſty Trojan's too; 
In ſuch great ſhow'rs the broomſticks flew. 
A woeful lamentation ſpreads 
From batter'd crowns and broken heads : 

And tho' this fray began ſo ſoon, . 
It laſted all the morn *till noon ; 
But when the mid-day ſun prevails, 
Jove borrows C x the grocer's ſcales ; 

With ſteady hand th' old whoring boy 
Ballanc'd the fate of Greece and Troy. 
This day the Grecian fortune fails, | 
Tho' weigh'd by theſe impartial ſcales ; 
When inſtantly Jove's thunder roars, 
And all their ale and porter ſours ; 
When parch'd with thirſt their ſpirits ſink, 
They could not touch one drop of drink. 
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Idomeneus would not ſtay, 

And both Ajaces ran away : 

Poor Agamemnon, parch'd with thirſt, 

Ran, *tho he did not run the firſt ; 

Old Neſtor only fac'd the foe, 

And ſtay'd, becauſe he could not go. 

Paris had with reſiſtleſs force 

Hamſtring'd his beſt flea-bitten horſe ; 

Neſtor with ſpeed untied the braces, 

And with his penknife cut the traces. 

This the old Grecian ſcarce had done, 

When Hector furiouſly came on, 

And ten to one had been ſo civil 

As ſend old greybeard to the devil ; 

But Diomed, who was no ſtranger 

To Hector, ſaw th' eld fellow's danger. 

Forward he ſprung, and call'd upon 

Ulyſſes, who like wildfire run. 
Pr'ythee, ſays he, don't further fly 

Amongſt that mongrel heartleſs fry, 

For fear ſome Trojan thief ſhould crack 

'Thy paper ſkull behind thy back ; 

Stop and old Neſtor help to ſave, 

Or Hector ſends him to his grave. 
Ulyſſes, when he heard that Neſtor 

In danger was, ran ten times faſter ; 


————— 
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| Ofer the deep ſand - flew helter ſkelter, 
And leap'd on board his ſhip for ſhelter : 
Nor did the honeſt ſtateſman grieve 
His brother in the lurch to leave ; 
But Diomed, tho he was gone, 
Ventur'd to help th' old cock alone. 
From off his cart a jump he took, 
Then ſtop'd the horſes whilſt he ſpoke. 
Old buff, ſays he, you well may gape, 
You're got into a curſed ſcrape. 
This furious whelp, this Hector ſurely 
May ſmaſh your rotten bones ſecurely ; 
Thy horſes are but flow and poor, 
Can't trot a mile in half an hour, 
Then haſte, old boy, aſcend my cart ; 
I value Hector not a fart: 
Do you but guide the horſes rick, 
And if it comes to blows PlI fight; 
Mind but my ſteeds, they'll run, by Mars, 
As if the de'el was at their arſe. 
One miſty day, when none could ſee us, 
We ſtole theſe horſes from Æneas. 
Then leave thy ſhabby tits, don't mind 'em, 
Some of our ſtraggling crew will find em; 
With theſe we Hector's force will meet, 
We can but run away if beat. 
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Old Neſtor was full glad at heart, 
So up he mounts Tydides' cart: 

His own old yawds “ fo lank and bare 
He left to two ſkip-kennels' care; 

And care no doubt the backward ways 
They took, as ſkips do now-a-days, 
Old Neſtor fill d the driver's ſeat, 

And drove the Trojan chief to meet. 
Tydides aim'd at Hector's crown; 

It miſs'd, but brought his coachman down. 
Hector no nearer could approach, 

For want of one to drive his coach ; 
Behind the carriage he retired, 

Till a freſh driver he had hired. 

One Archeptolemus aroſe, 

A coachman with a d— d red noſe; 
But Hector had no time to ſtay, 

So hir'd the raſcal for the day. 

And now the valiant Diomed, 

Would ſoon have made the Trojans —_ 
And the victorious troops all run, 

Like Sheep before the Spaniſh Don +, 
But Jove began again to growl, 


And thunder'd from his muſtard bowl. 


* Yorkſhire word for horſes, + Don Quixote, 
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The lightning flaſn'd in Diom's face, 
* And ſing'd the graſs upon the place: 
f The frighten'd horſes tumbled down, 
I And Neſtor dropt into a ſwoon ; 
But ſoon recovered, and begun 
To talk: My friend, ſays he, let's run; 
To- day the thunder-clap director 
Swears he will fight for none but Hector. 
Let's be content, perhaps he may 
Take Neſtor's part another day; 
Spite of what we can offer, {till 
His godſhip will do what he will. 
Says Diomed: Old grizle-beard, 
I ballance ev'ry word I've heard. 
But what the pox will Hector ſay, 
If bold Tydides runs away? 
Before ſuch ſcandal round me ſpreads, 
I'Il take a dozen broken heads. 
Neſtor replies, with look moſt ſad : 
The man is ſurely drunk or mad 
Why what the plague can Hector ſay ? 
He never made you run away, 
Hector is ſenſible enough | 
You've duſted many a Trojan's buff ; 
But the moſt wicked ſon of plunder 
With lightning dare not fight, nor thunder. 
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He ſaid no more, but crack'd his whip, 
And gave the Trojan chief the ſlip. 

The horſes flew with wond'rous haſte 
Newmarket tits can't run ſo faſt. 

The Trojans ſhout, as well they might, 
To ſee nn in ſuch helliſh fright, 
When Hector calls to Diomed, 

You've ſpecial heels in time of need; 

For this the Grecians, when you dine, 
Will give, for your own ſhare, a chine; 
Although myſelf you dare not face, 
Hector allows you win the race; 
Lou've acted but a Pu farce; 
You raze our walls ! you kiſs our | 
Though yet, perhaps, I'll make you ſkip, 
E're you can reach your crazy ſhip. 

The fierce Tydides could not bear 
Such keen and cutting jokes to hear. 
Thrice the bold chief his horſes ſtopp'd, 
And thrice the bold propoſal dropp'd ; 
For Thunder, in the ſhape of Fear, 
Whiſper'd the warrior in the ear : 

For what the D---1 ſhould you ſtay, 
Tis ſafer far to run away. 

This council by the chief was taken, 
Who ſmok'd away, and ſav'd his bacon. 
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Great Hector. with no little glee, 

The lightning ſaw as well as he; 

But Thunder did to him appear 

T'th' ſhape of Victory, not Fear; 

Then to his truſty Trojans ſpoke: 

Ve backs of ſteel, and hearts of oak, 
Remember but the well-known ſtory 
Of what your grandams did before ye. 
Heard ye not now Jove's rumbling thunder 
Tell us the Grecians we ſhall plunder. 
Advance but quick we'll ſurely end 'em, 
Yond paltry walls can ne'er defend 'em. 


Soon as we've drove them down their hatches, 


Lug out your tinder box and matches ; 
We'll ſmoke the rogues both great and ſmall, 
Till one huge bonfire burn them all. 

He ſpoke, then bid his horſes go 
In words like theſe, gee up ! gee ho! 
Ball, Jolly, Driver, hi! gee hi! 
Old Dobbing, zoons ] why don't you fly ? 
Perform your journey well this day, 
You ne'er ſhall want both corn and hay ; 
You know my dame when I return 
Is always ready with your corn. 
You're ſure good meaſure there will be, 


No cheating oſtler keeps the key. 


HOME R's ILIAD. 131 
Run *till L catch old Neſtor's ſhield, 
Or Diomed his buff- coat yield. 
Gain me but theſe before ye tire, 
And then Il ſet their ſhips on fire. 
This Juno heard, that ſcolding witch, 
And gave her a---s ſo d----d a twitch, 
It ſhook her three-legg'd milking ſtool, 
Which ſhook the ſtars from pole to pole. 
O Neptune! cries this reſtleſs goddeſs, 
To me it mighty ſtrange and odd is, 
That you ſhould ſee thoſe Grecians beaten, 
Whoſe victals you ſo oft? have eaten; 
Thoſe Greeks by whom you're daily fed 
With bullock's liver and ſheep's head. 
Both Egæ and Helice too 
An ordinary keep for you, 
At their own proper charge and coſt, 
Yet you fit ſtill, and ſee em loſt. 
Would Grecian gods but make a ſtand, 

Juno herſelf would lend a hand; 
Nor could that ſulky, ſurly elf, 
My ſpouſe, know how to help himſelf; 
But ſulky in his country bower, 
Be glad to fit him {till and lower. 

Neptune replies, I know you well; 
You'd have me like yourſelf rebel; 
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Content I'll keep the way I'm in, 


But Juno help'd him with a touch, 


Tiis thought, at leaſt, five hundred feet: 
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But I know better, you're his wife; 

And therefore may rebel for life. 

Wives for rebellion plead old cuſtom, 
Which makes their huſbands ſeldom truſt em. 


And ſlumber in a whole calf's ſkin. 

And now the mighty mob of Troy, 
By Hector led, the Greeks annoy. 
Cloſe by the ditch they threat'ning ſtand, 
With flaming hedgſtakes in their hand. 
Poor Agamemnon in a fit | 
Of fear, was very nigh beſh---t ; 


To ſome ſmall courage, though not much. 
He ran, and carry'd in his hand 

The royal enſign of command ; 

But by the.bye, I'd have you note, 

This enſign was an old red coat. 

He held .it on Ulyſles deck, 

And words like theſe was heard to ſpeak ; 
But roar'd ſo loud, and was ſo ſcar'd, 
Both Ajax and Ulyſſes heard, 
Though ſeparated by the fleet, 


O all ye Grecian paltry dogs ! 
(The veſſels echo'd back damn'd rogues) 
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Where are your mighty boaſts at dinner 
Gainſt Troy; each ſingle chief would win her. 
Whilſt your ungodly guts ye fill, 
Each ſingle man's a Bobadil. 
Now I'm convinc'd that ev'ry glutton 
Would take the town, if made of mutton ; 
Yet all together, you don't dare 
To face one valiant man of war, 
'Tho' we ſcarce know which way to turn us, 
And in an hour perhaps he'll burn us. 
O Jupiter! whoſe ſtrength is mickle * 
Was ever man in ſuch a pickle 
Though arm'd with power, and full of juſtice, 
I reign o'er knaves in whom no truſt is; 
And they, the battle once begun, 
Don't ſtoutly fight, but ſtoutly run ; 
To thee J ſacrifice did burn, 
And ſaid my pray'rs: then in return, 
I only afk'd a ſlender boon: 
Leave to demoliſh yond damn'd town; 
But now you ſee I've chang'd my tone, 
And aſk'd for leave to ſcamper home. 

Thus pray'd the king in woeful dumps, 
Then on the ſandy ſhore he jumps. 


* The north country word for great, 
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Jove heard his lamentable ditty, 

And ſpar'd the knave a little pity ; 

At once he with his anger parts, 

And gave a ſign to chear their hearts, 
Behold a hungry carrion crow 

Had got a frog within his claw, 

As he flew o'er them out it popp'd, 

And cloſe by Jove's own altar dropp'd. 
This wond'rous ſign did raiſe their courage, 
More than each man a meſs of porridge ; 
On with redoubled rage they drove, 

And who ſhould be the foremoſt ſtrove. 
That bully rock, the bold Tydides, 

Firſt leap'd the ditch which three feet wide i is, 
And laid ſo furiouſly about, 

He put the Trojans to the rout. 

The firſt amongſt the foe that run 

Was Ageſilaus, Phradmon's ſon, 

Which Diomed eſpying, ſoon 

With a long broomſtick fetch'd him down. 
This Diom. had a wond'rous knack 

Of wounding folks behind their back. 

As the youth fell upon the ground 

His potlid made a thundring ſound. 

Now that the paſſage once was clear, 
The Grecians lay aſide their fear. 
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Firſt the Atridz ſhew'd their faces ; 
And after them the bold Ajaces. 
Meriones was next, and then 
Appear'd the far-fam'd Idomen. 
Ulyſles cautious fac'd the foe ; 
Then Teucer with a d---d long bow, 
Who peep'd about to view the field, 
Through a ſmall hole in Ajax ſhield ; 
Then ſhot an arrow o'er the plain, 
And whipp'd behind the ſhield again: 
Thus rats and mice by danger preſt, 
Skip nimbly back into their neſt : 
Thus Ajax to his brother kind, 
Holds out his ſhield to pop behind. 
Who tumbl'd firſt by this long bow, 


Come, miſtreſs Muſe, and let us know. 


Orſilochus imprimis fell; 
Ormenus follow'd him to hell. 


Poor Lycophon, the fates did twiſt his 


Small thread of life with Opheleſtes. 
Chromius and Dacer follow'd ſoon, 
And Hamopaon tumbl'd down. 
Great Melenippus could not keep 
His feet, ſo fell amidſt this heap ; 
Beſides a dozen more he flew, 

If there is any credit due 

To one who ſhoots ſo long a bow. 
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Now Agamemnon j jumps for joy 
To ſee this curſt miſchievous boy; 
Then cries, I wiſh that ev'ry day, 
You'd ſhewn us this ſame ſort of play. 
Of mighty ſervice it had been 
To keep the Grecians' breeches clean. 
O youth, whoſe bow hath ſav'd an hoſt, 
Well may thy aged father boaſt, 
Than his true born he loves thee more, 
*Cauſe got upon a fav'rite whore ; 
But when he ſaw thy early worth, 
He from the Foundling brought thee forth; 
Where hadit thou ſtaid, thou'dſt been a taylor, 
Or elſe a blackſmith, 'or a nailer ; 
But proud to find he'd ſuch a ſon, 
He paid the charge, and brought thee home. 
Now hear a mighty monarch ſpeak : 
Tf Troy ſhould tumble down next week, 
Firſt for myſelf, you may be ſure, 
I ſhall provide, or leſs, or more; 
Then after my full ſhare is reckon'd, 
Depend upon't, you ſhall be ſecond. 
Beſides a noble piece of gold, 
And twenty ſhillings three times told, 
T'1l anſwer, that the ſons of Greece 
Will let you chuſe the firſt good piece. 
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The youth replies, I would have you, fir, 
Know that your bribes are loſt on Feucer. 
I neither fight for ale nor cake, 

Miſchief I do for miſchief's ſake. 

I hate the Trojans, and would eat em, 

Was there no other way to beat em. 
Eight arrows ſince we made a ſtand 

I ſhot at Hector from this hand. 

They hit eight valiant cocks 'tis granted, 
But Hector was the man I wanted. 
Some damn'd old Lapland witch incog, 
Defends, for ſure, that Trojan dog. 

No ſooner had he preach'd this lecture, 
But twang he took his aim at Hector. 

It miſs'd the mark he aim'd it at, 

But laid an honeſt Trojan flat, 
Gorgythio call'd, of royal blood, 
Old Priam got him when he could 
Stand ſtify to't, then all on fire a 
He kiſs'd his mother Caſtianira, 
And got this youth, as fine a boy 
As any you could find in Troy. 
Juſt like a poppy almoſt drown'd, 
That bends its helpleſs head to th* ground ; 
Juſt ſo his heavy ſcull-cap preſt 
The yonker's noddle to his breaſt. 
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Another dart this furious ſpark 

Let fly: once more it miſs'd the mark; 
Which made the Grecian youth conjecture, 
Apollo turn'd the ſhafts from Hector; 
Altho' it did not miſs ſo far, 

But brought the driver off the car. 
Poor Archeptolemus's Jaws, 

The coachman with the copper noſe, 
It hit, his leathern jacket rumbl'd 

So loud, as on the ground he tumbl'd, 
That all the horſes in the cart 

Could not refrain a ſudden ſtart. 
When Hector ſaw his coachman fall, 
It vext his liver, guts, and all. 
Cebriones, he then commands 

To take. the carriage off his hands ; 
When out he jumps, and up he took 
A ſtone as big as half a rock. 

This with a rattle did he throw, 
Juſt as bold Teucer bent his bow. 

So well he aim'd this piece of rock, 


It lent the yonker ſuch a knock, 


As ſorely bruis'd his hucklebone, 


And brought the roguiſh archer down. 
Alaſtor and Meciſteus bore him, 


And Ajax clapt his potlid o'er him, 


HOMER's ILIAD. 139 


In this condition, all beſ——t, 

They lugg'd him to the Grecian fleet. 

And now old father Jove begun 

To think he'd chang'd his mind too ſoon ; 
Once more he takes the Trojans' parts, 
Once more he chears their drooping hearts; 
Greece once again his fury feels, 

Again they try their nimble heels ; 

Hard at their backs bold Hector keeps, 
And drives them into th' diteh on heaps. 
Thus I a farmer's cur have ſeen, 

When ſheep are driven o'er the green, 

A conſtant waughing does he keep, 

But only bites the hindmoſt ſheep. 

Thus Hector following as they fled, 

Lends the laſt knave a broken head ; 

And now, when out of breath for haſte, 
With loſs of men the ditch they'd paſt, 
"Theſe fighting heroes, all ſo ſtout, 

Juſt made a ſhift to turn about; 

There they ſaw Hector's cart-wheels reach 
The outward edge of this great ditch ; 
And there he ſtood the Grecians fright” ning, 
Poor ſouls, they took his eyes for light ning. 
Some of the wiſeſt Grecian's ſaid, 


His noddle was a gorgon's head ; 
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Whilſt others ſwore, ſome magic ſpell 
Had Satan brought red hot from hell. 
Juno their ſad condition ſpies, 

And to her crony Pallas cries : 

Thou who canſt kick, by being bold, 
Almoſt as faſt as I can ſcold, 

See but my Greeks are loſt for ever, 
Help me to fave *em now or never : 

But how, we ſcarce have time to 8 
Smell you not how the raſcals ſtink ? 
Gods! ſhall one ſcoundrel do this evil, 
And drive ſuch. numbers to the devil? 
That ſon of ſome damn'd ſquinting bitch, 
See how he ſcares them *croſs the ditch, 
Pallas replies, I plainly view 

Your ladyſhip's account is true ; 

Long fince I'd pull'd out Hector's eyes, 
But your great chucklehead denies ; 

In vain to do his job I ſtrive, 

Your Jove will neither lead nor drive. 


The gods, I ſee, forget as ſoon 


As mortal men, a favour done ; 
To me he came, and made great moan, 
Begging that I would fave his ſon, 
The mighty kill-cow Hercules, 

A clumſier dog one ſeldom ſees. 
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I, nimbly ſliding, left the ſky, 

And help'd the thief to victory; 

But had I known his dad fo well 
When he his journey took to hell, 

His journey ſhould have been in vain, 
I ne'er had help'd him back again; 

I've a good mind to go and beat his 
Beloved madam, Mrs. Thetis, 

To humour her curſt baſtard's freaks, 
He'll quite demoliſh all yond Greeks; 
When its too late, this face of gallows 
Will call me his beloved Pallas. 
Zounds, don't ſtand here to grin and fret, 
But haſte thee and thy chariot get; 
Spite of the thund'rer and his punk, 
We'll make thoſe Trojan ſcoundrels funk; 
Let us but land upon the ſhore, 

Hector will hector then no more. 
When J and Juno come to fight, 
We'll put 'em in a helliſh fright; 
Nay, ten to one, but in a crack, 

We lay this Broughton on his back. 

Her voice then ceas'd thro' rage and ſpleen, 
Whilſt Jove's eternal ſcolding queen 
Mutt'ring, betwixt her teeth, ſtrange curſes, 
In dev'liſh haſte put to her horſes; 
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Pallas then quick puts off her clothes, 
Which on the heav'nly floor ſhe ſtrows; 


A coat of mail ſhe then put on, 


As ſparkling as the riſing ſun, 


Upon the car ſhe took her ſtand, 
And ſhook a jav'lin in her hand, 
So very large, it would almoſt 


Spit the whole Greek and Trojan hoſt ; 


Juno ſtands coachman, cracks the whip, 
Away the fiery horſes ſkip. 

'The Hours, as they had done before, 
Took care to ope* the heav'nly door, 
Eager the army ſoon to reach, 

Like fury down the hill they ſtretch, 
Thus they proceed, but Jove no doubt 
From Ida kept a ſharp look out ; 

He ſpy'd them foon, and calls for Iris, 
My liver, quoth the god, on fire is, 

To fee yond two damn'd bitches dare 
Againſt their lawful king make war. 

Fly, meet the brimſtones both, and tell *em 
A thouſand fathom deep Þ 1 fell 'em, 
Their horſes kill, and break their wheels, 
And tie the beldames neck and heels, 
And, ſpite of all their pray'rs and tears, 
Expoſe their buttocks ten long years; 
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But ſpeak you to Minerva firſt, 
Becauſe, at preſent, ſhe's the worſt ; 
As for my rib, tho' ſhame to tell, 
She pleads old cuſtom to rebel. 
Her wings the rainbow goddeſs plies, 
And in a twinkling reach'd the ſkies ; 
(By Homer's own account we find 
At any time ſhe'd beat the wind) ; 
She met the chariot on the ſlope, 
And boldly bid the driver ſtop. 

Such fooliſh journeys why begin ye? 
Jove aſks you if the devil's in ye; 
He bid me mount up ſtairs and tell ye, 
A thouſand fathom deep he'll fell ye, 
Kill all your horſes, break your wheels, 
And tye ye both by th' neck and heels, 
And, ſpite of all your pray'rs and tears, 
Expoſe your buttocks ten long years; 
To you, Minerva, I ſpeak firſt, 
Becauſe he thinks you're now the wort ; 
As for his rib, tis ſhame to tell, 
She pleads old cuſtom to rebel ; 
But for thyſelf to hazard this doom, 
Pray what's become of all thy wiſdom. 
Like lightning then away ſhe flew, _ 
Her ſpeech tho' made em both look blue. 
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When Juno, tho” her breaſt did ſwell, 
Affects to take it mighty well. 
Our rage, my crony with a pox, 
. Has brought us in a damn' d wrong box; 
ö | I find out now it ſtrange and odd is, 
| That each of us, a powerful goddeſs, 
| Should with yond cruſty thund'rer ſquabble, 
' And all for what, a mortal rabble; _ 
5 E' en let em live with cuſtard cramm'd, 
| Or die all placemen and be damn'd. 
Let Jove give victory or rout 'em, 
No more I'll fret my guts about em. 
| | . She ſpoke, and turn'd her horſes, ſtraight 
| They ſmok'd it back to heaven's gate; 
| The Hours unloos'd them, rubb'd their coats, 
| And gave em ſtore of hay and oats, 
N For the next trip to make em fitter, 
ll They fill'd their ſtalls with clean freſh litter. 
When they the horſes well had fed 
They put the chariot in a ſhed, 
The goddeſſes, with baſhful faces, 
Went ſneaking off, and took their places 
And now old Jove was tir'd of Ida, 
So up to heav'n he took a ride-a 
But drove his horſes with ſuch ire, 
For want of greaſe his wheels took fire; 
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T' untie the horſes Neptune comes, 

Leſt the hot wheels ſhould burn their bums z 
Which done, an old ſhip's ſail he ſteals, 
And ſmothers out the burning wheels. 
Jove then proceeds, and takes his ſeat 

I' th' hall where all their godſhips meet, 
But mov'd ſo heavy as he trod, 

He made the huge Welch mountains nod ; 
Then with his bum a cuſhion preſt, 
Rais'd a yard higher than the reſt. 

Juno and Pallas in the hall | 

Both look'd as if they'd ſomething ſtole; 
They did not like him when he frown'd, 
So fixt their eyes upon the ground. 

Their thoughts he ſaw, and gan to chatter : 
Juno and Pallas, what's the matter ? 
What made ye both return ſo ſoon ? 

I thought your ladyſhips had gone 
Yond crazy walls to batter down. 8 
Pray give me leave then to enquire, 

Is Troy demoliſhed, or on fire? 

But know, ye vixens, I ſhall make 

Vour grumbling guts and gizzards ake, 

If e'er you dare again contend 

With him whoſe empire knows no end: 
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Were all the underlins o' th iy 


To join, one kick would make 'em fly. 
Therefore attend to what I ſay 


And run no more ſuch riſques I pray. 
If my enchanted arms I take, - | 
Lour hearts ſhall ſhrink, and livers quake; 


Whoever dare my wrath oppoſe, 

With red-hot tongs I'Il ſinge their noſe ; 
To teach them to refrain from evil, 

Juſt as St. Dunſtan did the devil. 

Tho' this the two d---d brims did gall, 
They joy'd to think poor Troy would fall. 
Pallas, altho' her wrath was ſtrong, 

By prudence guided, held her tongue ; 
But Juno, who nor can nor will 
That member keep a moment ſtill, 
Began in wrathful mood to prate, 
And ſcolded at her uſual rate : | 

You know you're ſtronger than us all, 
Or elſe ſuch names you durſt not call, 
You chucklehead ! I much believe, 

You ſwinge the Greeks to make us grieve, 
Tis not ſtrict juſtice guides your rod, 

"Tis contradiction all by G--d ; 

And yet you can pretend that no man 

Is half ſo poſitive as woman; 
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But 'tis a baſe invented fiction, 
Yourſelves firſt taught us contradiction. 
For Greece we're griev'd, and like to grieve, 
Small comfort will thy goodneſs give. 
You ſee at your command we ceaſe, 
Nor ſtrive to help unhappy Greece; 
Yet let us give 'em council fit, 
Or all the knaves will be beſh-t. 

To Jove ſhe chatter'd at this rate, 
And thus reply'd old ſurly pate : 
PII once more ſinge the Greeks with thunder; 
To-morrow morn then do not wonder, 
Nor let your reſtleſs gizzards grumble, 
Tho? you ſee half the whores-birds tumble. 
Hector ſhan't ceaſe the field to keep, 
And knock em down like rotten ſheep, 
Till his unlucky ſtaff ſhall hit 
Achilles' darling favourite, 
Then in a paſſion ſhall Achilles 
Smite all the Trojans; ſuch my will is, 
Nor ſhall it fwerve in any faſhion, 
For all your bloody rage and paſſion. 
To Lapland go where witches dwell, 
Or Strombello, the mouth of Hell ; 
There arm both conjurors and witches, 
I'll ſmoke the dogs, and burn the bitches. 
BE To 
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The ſun now carried off his light, 
And left his place to Mrs. night. 
The Trojan bloods her preſence moan, 
But Greece rejoyc'd ſhe came ſo ſoon : 
To their ill luck they're forc'd to yield, 
And let the Trojans keep the held. 
N | Hector, like modern generals, 
13 0 For ſake of form, a council calls, 
4 0 Tho' certain was the doughty knight 
af They'll think whate'er he ſays is right. 
is But, as they lay too near the Greeks, 
j He leads em off before he ſpeaks ; 
| And getting on Scamander's banks, 
i They fall to order in their ranks. 
5 His quarterſtaff in his right hand 

' 


He fixt, to help to make him ſtand, 

On which he lean'd when he thought fit 

(You know a ſpeaker ne'er ſhould fit 

»Till his oration's at an end, 

Whether they do or not attend ). 

This ſtaff, which he in battle bore, 

Ten cubits was in length and more, 

With bladders tied each end thereon, 

To ſcare folks as he knock'd 'em down, 
Forward the chief his body bends, 

And thus began his ſpeech: My friends, 
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If you will yield me due attention, 
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Some thoughts that juſt occur, I'll mention. 


This day we hop'd thoſe rogues to ſtrip, 
And burn each weather-beaten ſhip ; 
But night prevents us to our ſorrow, 
And faves the cowards *till to-morrow. 
vince ſhe is come, it is but right 

To let her ſee we know tis night, 

And therefore hold it very proper 

To look out ſharp and find a ſupper ; 
And after that each man of courſe 

With his own hand may feed his horſe. 
Let the town ſend us in, I pray, 
For man good beef, for horſes hay ; 
And then to keep our ſoldiers wake, 

A thouſand bonhres let us make. 

Theſe will ſupply the place of day, 

For fear the Greeks ſhould run away : 
But if they do the rogues ſhall find moſt 
Confounded doing for the hindmoſt; 
For ſhould they fly away i' th dark, 
Let's give *em ev'ry man a mark, 
Such as may laſt each knave his life, 
To ſhew his children or his wife, 

And warn each Argive ſon of whore 
How he again attempts our ſhore. 
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Next to the town, if you think well, 
We'll ſend the bellman with his bell, 
Who with his ruſty voice may call 
Both old and young to guard the wall. 
And to prevent all needleſs frights, 
Let the old women hang out lights, 
Leſt Greece, whilſt Phœbus' rays are gone, 
Should ſteal a march into the town. 
To-night theſe orders are enough, 
To-morrow we will trim their buff; 
My hopes are great that Hector may 
Drive theſe confounded rogues away, 
Who in a luckleſs morning roſe 
To feaſt our dogs and carrion crows. 
This ſingle night let all take care, 
And when you ſee the morning ſtar, 
Up with your ſtaves, and never tire 
Till you have ſet their ſhips on fire. 
Then ſhall myſelf and Diomed 
Decide whoſe noſe will ſooneſt bleed, 
And whoſe propitious fate prevails, 
When weigh'd in Juſtice C—'s ſcales. 
Soon as to-morrow's dawn appears, 
I'll duſt his cap about his ears; 
With this my ſtaff P11 break his head, 
And on the ground his varlets ſpread : 
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As ſure as I perform this taſk, 

To eat and drink is all I aſk ; 

To drink in joy, or faſt in ſorrow, 

As I ſhall drub the rogues to-morrow. 
The col'nels mind what Hector ſays, 
And cloſe his ſpeech with three huzza's ; 
Then they unloos'd from off the yoke, 
The horſes wet with ſweat and ſmoke. * 
Each gelding with a good ſtrong halter, 1 
They ty'd behind the carts for ſhelter : > 
Then came fat oxen from the town, 

With bread, ſome white, but moſtly brown, 
And a good ſtock of mild and ſtale, 
Though not one caſk of Yorkſhire ale. 

The vict'als they began to cook, 

And feed their gods with guts and ſmoke. 
It happen'd this unlucky night 

Their godſhips had no appetite ; 

They'd not accept it, no not they, 

But puff d the ſmoke and ſteam away. 
They were in ſuch a ſulky mood, 

That this fine ſupper did no good; 

Though it did not the troops alarm, 

For liquor kept their courage warm. 

As on a clear and ſtar-light night, 


When Madam 1 254 beams are bright, 
4 
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You'll clearly ſee the chimney tops, 

And *ſpy a thief as in he pops, 

So by the help of Trojan fires, 

You'd fee the very walls and ſpires. 

A thouſand blazing fires you'll ſay, 

Muft ſend their light a monſtrous way; 
And if my author's underſtood, 

There. muſt have been a thouſand good. 
Each fire did fifty Trojans view, | 

So drunk, they laid 'em down to ſpew. 
The horſes ſhew their cart horſe breeding, 
And kick each other whilſt they're feeding. 
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Ty IS book begins with Atreus ſon 


Perſuading all his Greeks to run ; 
Let's haſte, ſays he, and ſave our lives, 
And like good huſbands kiſs our wives; 
For if we ſtay, be ſure Old Nick 

Will play us ſome damn'd ſſipp'ry trick ; 
Nor hope the old miſchievous bay 

Will &er deſert his fav'rite Troy. 

At this fine ſpeech Tydides fwore 

As loudly as he did before ; 

And freely fpoke, becauſe he reckon'd 
Old Chatterbags would be his ſecond. 
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Sguare- Toes behaves as he expected, 
And all the thoughts of flight rejected. 
T hey then conſult to know which way 
They can with any ſafety ſtay, _ 
Whilft Neſtor in the humour flill is, 
To try and reconcile Achilles; 
Then adds, I think it not amiſs is 

To ſend both Ajax and Ulyſſes. 
As he propos d, they both are ſent, 
And with them antient Phenix went, 

| Now, though it plain appears, that each 
Man made a mighty pretty ſpeech, 
Achilles fwore, he would not come, 
Though all the Greeks fhould kiſs his bum. 
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HILST Troy's bold ſons with ſhouts 
get drunk, 

The conquer'd Grecians ſweat and funk, 
As when a taylor's boy has got | 
His maſter's gooſe made over hot, 
The coat it ſinges, ſtrait the fire 
The bloody taylor fills with ire ; 
He beats the lad with all his might, 
Firſt with his left hand, then his right. 
The baſtard's head, on both ſides beat, 
Can neither ſtay, nor yet retreat, 
No chance for his eſcape appears, 
Whilſt double ſtorms attack his ears : 
Juſt ſo it far'd with Greece, away 
They could not run, nor durſt they ſtay. 
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Poor Agamemnon was diſtreſt 

As much again as all the reſt, 

(You'll ſay, perhaps, how could he chuſe, 
For he'd as much again to loſe.) 

He whiſpers his valet to ſend him, 
To beg the captains would attend him; 
But charges him before he goes, 

To bid 'em tread upon their toes. | 
As they were bid, they found their legs, 
But walk'd as if they trod on eggs. 
Their near approach the King eſpying, 
Roſe up to ſhew 'em he was crying ; 
And 'e're he could get time to ſpeak, 
Blubber'd as if his heart would break. 
They found him 1n this piteous caſe, 
Tears running down his dirty face, 

(So when retention's loſt, there ſteals 

A Salt ſtream down th' old lady's heels.) 

At length he ſpoke : Ah, well-a-day ! 

I ſcarce know what to do, or ſay ; 

Of Jove we all complain with juſtice ; 
For in his royal word no truſt is, 

'The oracles of wiſe Apollo 

Seem likewiſe but a little hollow, 
Betwixt *em both, upon my ſoul, 

We're got into a dirty hole. 
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They promis'd we ſhould fill our pockets 
With watches, jewels, rings, and lockets. 
Now Jove, if ever he deſign'd | 
To do us good, has chang'd his mind. LY 
For us but ſmall concern he feels, 
But gives us leave to truſt our heels; 
Therefore I'd have each ſingle man 
Speed home as faſt as e' er he can; 
Nor hope, that we ſhall e er deſtroy 
This heav'n-defended whore's neſt Troy. 
He ſpoke, and each bold Grecian ſon 
Look'd as he'd neither loſt nor won ; 
But gaping ſtood *till Diomed 
Began to ſpeak, and ſpeak he did: 
You told me, Sir, I late begun 

To fight, I now as late ſhall run; 
No cauſe of quarrel Diom. ſeeks, 
But we are loſt if.no man ſpeaks. | 
You ſcolded loud, though I was near you; 
So loud that all the army heard you; 
Though then I thought it good to wink on't, 
Depend upon't, I'll always think on't. 
The gods that kings can make of calves, 
Ouly made thee a king by halves. e 
To rule o'er men they're hardly fit. 
Whoſe ſoul's no bigger than a nit. / 
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Would any king but thee, I pray, 
Perſuade his men to run away ? 

And then *tis ten to one you'll ſwear 
The coward raſcals ran for fear. 

You and your heartleſs tribe may go, 
But for my part, I anſwer, No. 
Thy precious time then don't let ſlip, 
But get on board thy rotten ſhip : 
The reſt I hope with me will ſtay, 
*Till we yond barns in ruin lay ; 

If not, tho” all ſhould take to flight, 
For fame myſelf and ſquire will fight. 
With heav'n we came when we begun, 
And hell itſelf ſhan't make us run. 

He ended here, and all the gang 
Shouted applauſe for this harrangue ; 
When up the rev'rend figure rear'd 

Of chatt'ring Neſtor's grizzle beard, 
And ſpoke; the chiefs around him come, 
Silent, as if they had been dumb. 

Thus he begins : My truſty knight, 
You've nothing ſaid but what is right. 
I like a man that never ſtarves it, 
But blames king George, if he deſerves it: 
And yet, young gentleman, I wiſt 


There's ſomething left your youth has miſt. 
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P11 ſpeak; nor do I think the thing 
Will vex the people or the king. 
D-mn----n ſeize and overtake 

The man that fights for fighting ſake !_ 
Such rogues the world would overun, 
And break good people's heads for fun ; 
But we, tho? beaten back and hide, 

Yet fight with juſtice on our fide : 
Therefore to-night let ſentries watch us, 
Left unawares the Trojans catch us. 
But firſt I hold it highly proper 

To give thoſe ſentinels their ſupper. 
Then thou, whoſe pow'r no man controuls, = 
To council call the grave old ſouls : 

Before the bus'neſs you begin, 

Give each old buff a dram of gin; 

"Twill chear their hearts, with age quite ſhrunk 

But don't you make th' old firelocks drunk, 

For ſober councils cannot follow, | 

If you ſhould make them more than mellow; 

With mod'rate ſhares of meat and drink, | 

They'll freely chatter what they think. 

See but yond Trojan fires ſo near us! 

If we ſpeak loud they'll overhear us. 

Whilſt then ſo nigh our ſhips they keep, 

For my part I ſhan't go to ſleep. 
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To-morrow makes a diſmal rumble, 

Or Troy muſt fall, or Greece muſt tumble. 
Twas thus old grey-beard ſpoke, and ſtrait 

Each ſentry poſted to his gate. 

The ſon the father firſt obey'd, 

To ſhew he minded what he ſaid : 

(For in thoſe times a ſon would do 

Things that are out of faſhion now) 

Cloſe at his heels there went full ſpeed 

An honeſt heart call'd Thraſymed: 

Aſcalaphus, the ſon of Mars, 

Follow'd this heroe hard at a-ſe; 

Nor flower did he move, nor faſter, 

Than Sawney when he tends his maſter : 

Diepyrus, Aphereus too, 

The bold Merion with him drew : 

Next Lycomed, of Creon's line, 

Does with theſe truſty warriors join : 

Twice fifty conſtables, all knaves, 

| Guarded each heroe with their ſtaves : 

Not one durſt fit upon his crupper, 

But ſtanding watch'd and eat his ſupper. 

The king, both hungry and afraid, 

Had in his tent a ſupper made. | 

(Tho' matters wore no pleaſing looks, 

He had not yet diſcharg'd his cooks) 
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All the old cocks were bidden tot. 
Whoſe councils were to help him out. 
They eat a deal, and drank much more, 
But ſtopp'd when they were half ſea's o'er. 
Neſtor, who had on this occaſion 
Prepar'd a mighty fine oration, 
Began : 'Thou monarch, who in troth 
Exceedſt the kings of Brentford both 
Thou powerful chief bedeck'd with ermin, 
Who, as thy fancy ſhall determine, i 
Canft pull down men, and ſet up vermin, 
Believe what Neſtor ſays is true 
You know I'm older far than you. 
Cares that o'erload my upper ſhelf, 
Belong to you and not myſelf. 
If good advice I give, d'you ſee, - 
Take it, and ſeem as wiſe as me. 
Then hear me, for Ill utter nought, 
But what I think, and always thought: 
I told you when you made ſuch gabbling, 
Whilſt Thetis' ſon and you were ſquabbling, | 
I ſaw full well how he'd reſent it, | 
And told you who would firſt repent it; 
But you in fury ſwore and curſt, 
As if your very gall would burſt. - 
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*Tis now high time you {ſtrive to pleaſe him; 
The man that vext him muſt appeaſe him. 
The king then anſwers to the knight, 
Flux me, old cock, but you are right. 

I ſee as plain as in a gla's, 

My paſſion made me play the aſs ; 

Too late I find, that great ſtrong elf 

Is half an army of himſelf. 

For him, that water witch his mother 
Drives us on heaps o'er one another. 
Fain would I alter what I've done, 

And ftrive to pleaſe both witch and ſon. 
Sure a few bribes well plac'd will win him, 
Or folks will think the devil's in him; 
Therefore, hear all ye Greeks around, 
I hereby offer him ten pound; 

Seven iron pans to boil his fiſh in, 

And twenty chamber-pots to piſs in. 
Tl add too, for himſelf and mates, 
Twelve horſes that have all won plates ; 
Was I worth half theſe nags have won, 
I'd be the richeſt man in town; 

Their pedigrees are all ſo good, 

'That few their equals are in blood ; 
Out of the twelve, he'll find eleven 
Have got a ring-bone or a ſpavin, 
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Which 1s the ſureſt ſign indeed 

They're of the very tip-top breed; 

For in a line uninterrupted, 

The higheſt blood is moſt corrupted, 
(And this holds good, without a jeſt, 

In man himſelf as well as beaſt), 

Beſides all this, I'll throw him in 

Seven handſome wenches who can ſpin : 
Thus he may have his full of knockings, 
And never want good yarn for ſtockings. 
All theſe PII give him out and out, 

And add the wench we fratch'd about ; 
Though all the time that he has miſt her, 
May I be pox'd, if cer I kiſs'd her. 
Theſe rare good things are now his own ; 
And add, when we have ta'en the town, 
Iron and braſs he ſhall have ſtore, 
Beſides full twenty wenches more. 
Himſelf ſhall be the firſt who chuſes, 
And we'll accept what he refuſes ; 

Nay, tell him, when the war is done, 
ll take him home, and call him ſon. 
The farm that I have under care, 
Oreſtes and himſelf ſhall ſhare. 

Laſtly three daughters have I got, 

Fair as e' er fell to one man's lot. 
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Laodice and Iphigeen, 
Two handſome girls as e'er were ſeen ; 
In Sol's bright rays there not a beam is 
So bright as red-hair'd Chryſothemis. 
"Tis true they are but three old maids ; 
But then they're dev'liſh ſprightly jades. 
Theſe in their Sunday's finery dreſt, 
Pl let him chuſe which he likes beſt, 
And for her portion give him more 
Than any man e'er gave before. 
Further, theſe mighty gifts to crown, 
I'll make him bailiff of a town, 
With ſix fine villages about it; 


And keep my word he need not doubt it. 


He ſhall command Enope's people, 
And Cardamyle without a ſteeple ; 
Pherz and Pedaſus, whoſe vines 
Make a queer ſort of meagre wines 
Hira's good paſtures, and Epea, 

And ſpecial fields about Anthea : 
Theſe ſtanding on the ſalt-ſea beach, 
Almoſt as far as Pylos reach, | 
Where all the men and women whore, 
And bulls, and cows, and oxen roar. 
See what I offer to appeaſe him : 

The devil's in't if this don't pleaſe him, 
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By pray'rs the hardeſt thing relaxes; 
Nothing ſtands fix'd but death and taxes. 
Neſtor, whoſe ſilence gave him pain, 

Starts up to chatter once again : 

Now, by my ſoul, *tis bravely offer d, 
Myſelf ſo much had hardly proffer'd. 
This ſurely muſt the man convince, 
You are a very noble prince ; 

Therefore, let meſſengers be ſent 
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Io tell Achilles your intent. 


Neſtor himſelf ſhall point out who 

He thinks the propereſt to go. 

There's Phoenix like myſelf grown old, 
And therefore wiſe ; then Ajax bold 
Join'd with Ulyſles ; and to make ; 
The march more ſolemn, let 'em take 
Two beadles with their ſilver ſtaves: 

I hate to ſee things done by halves. 
When they are gone, let us prepare 
To whiſper ev'ry man a pray'r ; 

But do not let the Trojans hear, 

Leſt they ſhould think we pray for fear ; 
Though if they can but noſe it well, 

; They'll gueſs our pickle by the ſmell. 
And now, as uſual, his oration, 
Receiv'd a gen'ral approbation. 
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But they could hear the billows roar 
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The meſſengers ſoon left their places, 

But firſt they waſh'd their dirty faces; 
Then from a ſwinging pitcher full 

Of ale, each took a hearty pull. 

Now circumſpect old Neſtor dreaded 
This ale might make the chiefs hot-headed, 
So follow'd cloſe, and begg'd 'em all 
Not let one angry ſyllab. fall; 

And hopes the wiſe Ulyſſes would 

To fave their hides do all he could. 
Away they march'd, ('twas mighty dark) 
Of light they could not ſee one ſpark ; 


As they came rumbling to the ſhore, 

Which made'em, whilſt their way they kepton, 
Mumble ſome pray'rs to ſhaggy Neptune, 
That he would help em to a din, 

Of cod, or ling, or any fiſh, 

Knowing ſuch little things as theſe 

Had melted harder hearts than his; 

But they might pray, and pray, and pray, 
Neptune was out of luck that day ; 
Though he had fiſh'd from morn to night, 
He had not got a ſingle bite 

Nor (ſhould their fouls depend on that) 
Could he aſſiſt them with a ſprat. 
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Be that as't may, away they went, 

And reach'd the great Achilles tent, 
They found him fitting on his rump, 
Playing upon a braſs Jew-trump : 

The muſic ſeem'd to pleaſe him much, 
Becauſe he grinn'd at ev'ry touch. 

Only Patroclus tarry'd near him; 

No mortal elſe would ſtay to hear him. 
So taken was he with his airs, 

They ſtole upon him unawares. 

No ſooner did he *ſpy them come, 

But up he ſtarted off his bum; 

And whipp'd the trump into his pocket 
So quick, *twas ten to one he'd broke it. 
Patroclus too ſat on his rump, 

And like him gave a ſudden jump. 
Achilles ſeiz'd' em by their hands, 

And begg'd to know their beſt commands. 


Welcome, old friends, to me yet dear ! 
Pray, what the devil brought you here:? 


If you are come to beg my aid, 
I'm ſure you're damnably afraid. 

At this he pointed to his tent : 
They made a leg, and in they went; 
Where down the heroes clapp'd their docks 
On woollen cuſhions ſtuff'd with flocks. 
M 4 
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Achilles bid Patroclus go 

A pot of mild and ftale to draw; 

For theſe my friends, who're with me now, 

I value moſt of all the crew, 

He ſaid. Patrocles draws the beer, 

And then prepares for better chear. 

With a cow-heel he firſt began, 

And fry'd it in an old braſs pan, 

Whilſt great Achilles fell to work 

To cut ſome ſteaks of beef and pork. 

Patroclus, at his friend's defire, 

Took care to make a ſpecial fire, 

At which the ſteaks were nicely cook'd, 

Except a few a little ſmok'd ; I 

But as he'd got no tongs to turn 'em, 1 

He rather choſe to ſmoke than burn em. « 

After the table cloth was ſpread, | 
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He gave each man a cake of bread ; 
'Then that the gods might have their due, 
Some fat into the fire he threw, | 
With knuckle bones, as knowing well, 
Theſe Grecian godſhips lov'd a ſmell ; 
Then they fell on their meat and cakes, 
And eat up all the heel and ſteaks. | 
After they'd ta'en ſome time to drink, 
To Phoenix Ajax tipp'd the wink. 
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Ulyſſes ſoon the ſignal ſpies 

(For he kept watch with both his eyes) 
Then pours a glaſs of ale by ſtealth, 
And cries, Achilles, Sir, your health, 
With forty thouſand thanks, d'ye fee, 
For this your kind civility. 

A better ſupper, as I live, 


Not Agamemnon's ſelf could give; 
But though our ſkins you've fill'd ſo full, 


We cannot help from being dull. 
The fatal day is hardly paſt, 

Which ſaw us all ſo forely thraſh'd ; 
And now we ſtand upon the brink 
Of ruin, and ſhall ſurely fink, 

If you don't come ; for I'm miſtaken 
If aught alive can ſave our bacon, 
Except yourſelf : obſerve us all 

By Trojans coop'd within our wall. 
dee how they have us on the hip, 
And point their fre at ev'ry ſhip. 


Gruff Jove, or elſe the de'el himſelf, 


Fights for that fiery Trojan elf, 


That Hector, who the world defies, 


And carries lightning in his eyes. 
He waits but for the morning bell 
To drive our men and ſhips to hell. 
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With deadly pains Pm grip'd all o'er, 
Left he ſhould act as he has ſwore. 
Is it not very hard we muſt 

Our noddles lay in Trojan duft, 
For want of thee? Achilles! oh 
Return, and do not anſwer no. 
Return, and ſmite that Hector's liver, 
Better to do it late than never ; 

For if you let our men be ſlain, 
Depend they'll never fight again ; 

And then no ſteps that you can tread 
Will raiſe them after they are dead ; 
Therefore in time obſerve, I pray, 
What your old father us'd to ſay. 

My ſon, ſaid he, and ſtrok'd thy locks, 
Thou'rt ſtrong, praiſe god, as any ox; 
But, notwithſtanding, ſhun all brabbles, 
Nor tumble into wilful ſquabbles ; 

For that will only make thy life 

A ſcene of miſchiefs, broils, and ſtrife. 
From mild behaviour you may raiſe 

A character that's worthy praiſe ; 

Then old or young, or grave or mellow, 
Will ſay you are a clever fellow. 
Remember this advice 1 give, 

To check your anger whilſt you live, 
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If now you'll grant Atrides pray'r, 

He'll give you ſtop and you ſhall hear: 
Before the elders ſeated round 

He nobly offers you ten pound, 

Seven iron pans to boil your fiſh in, 

And twenty chamber- pots to — in; 
He'll add too, for yourſelf and mates, 
Twelve horſes, that have all won plates. 
Was you worth half theſe nags have won 
You'd be the richeſt man in town ; 

Their pedigrees are all ſo good 

That few their equals are in blood ; 

Out of the twelve you'll find eleven 

Have got a ring bone or a ſpavin, 

Which is the ſureſt ſign indeed 

They're of the very tip top breed, 

For in a line, uninterrupted, 

The higheſt blood is moſt corrupted; 
(And this you know, without a jeſt, 
Holds good in man as well as beaſt). 
Beſides all this, he'll throw you in 
Seven handſome wenches that can ſpin, 
So you may have your fill of knockings, 
And never want good yarn for ſtockings ; 
All theſe he'll give you out and out, 

And add the wench you fratch'd about; 
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But ſays, that all the time you've miſt her 
May he be pox'd if he has kiſs'd her. 
Theſe rare good things are now your own, 
And add, when we have ta'en the town, 
Iron and braſs you ſhall have ſtore, 
Beſides full twenty wenches more. 
Yourſelf ſhall be the firſt to chuſe, 

And we'll accept what you refuſe ; 

Nay further, when the war is done 

He'll take you home and call you ſon; 
The farm that he has under care 

Oreſtes and yourſelf ſhall ſhare. 

Laſtly, three daughters has he got, 
Fair as e'er fell to one man's lot; 
Laodice and Iphigeen, 

Two handſome girls as e'er were ſeen ; 
In ſols bright rays there not a beam is 

So bright as red-hair'd Chryſothemis. 
Tis true, they are but three old maids, 
But then they're dev'liſh ſprightly jades. 
Theſe in their Sunday's fin'ry dreſt, 
Yourſelf ſhall chuſe which you like beſt ; 
And for her portion you'll have more 
Than ever mortal had before; 

Further theſe mighty gifts to crown, 
He'll make you bailiff of a town, 
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With fix fine villages about it, 

And keep his word you need not doubt it. 
You ſhall command Enope's people, 

And Cardamyle without a ſteeple ; 

Pheræ and Pedaſus, whoſe vines 

Make a queer ſort of meagre wines 
Hira's good paſtures, and Epea, 

And ſpecial fields about Anthea 

Theſe ſtanding on the ſalt-ſea beach, 
Almoſt as far as Pylos reach, 

Where all the men and women wh--e, 
And bulls, and cows, and oxen roar. 

See what he offers to appeaſe you ; 

The devil's in't if this don't-pleaſe you. 
By pray'rs the hardeſt thing relaxes ; 
Nothing ſtands fixt but death and taxes. 
You ſee, Achilles, what he proffers, 
And faith I thought em handſome offers : 
But yet, if nothing now come of it, 
And you prove deaf to fame and profit, 
III boldly ſpeak theſe words before ye, 
You'll ſully all your ancient glory ; 

For if you wont be our protector, 

The world will ſay you ſhun'd great Hector, 
Who, I am hopeful, kicks us now 
Only to be rekick'd by you. 
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Achilles anſwers : Surely this is 
A rare long ſpeech, my friend Ulyſſes ; 
And in return, I'll give you for't 
A ſpeech that wont be very ſhort : 
But may I to perdition fink, 
If I'll ſpeak aught but what I think. 
Therefore tell Greece, ſmall help from me 
Muſt they again expect to ſee. 
Who one thing ſpeaks and thinks another, 
PI damn him, were he twice my brother. 
Then tell 'em thus, and do not falter, 
My fixt reſolves they ſhall not alter ; 
On their account I've ta'en great pains 
For little thanks, and leſſer gains, 
But on a bible book I've ſwore 
Never to do ſo any more. 
The man that battles e'er ſo hard, 
And cowards, meet the ſame reward ; 
For when a brave man tumbles down, 
You'll help a ſcoundrel up as ſoon. 
Pray what the devil have I got 
For all the rogues I've ſent to rot? 
Juſt like that careful bird the tit, 
Who never taſtes a ſingle bit, 
But faſts *till he has try'd and try'd 
If all its young are ſatisfy d; 
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Such pains for thankleſs Greece I've taken, 
And ſav'd their wives' and children's bacon ; 
Watch'd all the night in heavy buff, 

And all the day had work enough ; 
Twelve country villages I plunder'd, 

And ſhould, if there had been a hundred. 
The booty your great captain got, 

All but one lowſey porridge pot, 

And one fat wench, ſo rarely fed, 

Her cheeks as well as hair were red. 

My troops receiv'd a little matter, 

Which he with ſparing hand did ſcatter ; 
And to each captain made a ſhift 

To deal a very flender gift. 

The reſt to his own hoard he ſent, 

And yet the puppy's not content, 

His idle hours he could not paſs 

Without my carrot-pated laſs. 

Let him the buxom dame enjoy; 

But what's our quarrel then with Troy *7 
I think, my friends, if I am right, 

"Tis only for a whore ye fight : 

Muſt Atreus' ſons, and they alone, 

Make ev'ry girl they ſee their own ? 


Pope. 
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A heart that's made of ſtandard bullion 
Will love his girl although a ſcullion. 
I lov'd the wench, and, on my life, 
Us'd her as though ſhe'd been my wife; 
But once deceiv'd, I tell you plain, 

I'll never truſt a king again. 
He's wrong'd me in the deareſt part, 
And from my foul I — d d—n his heart. 
This is my mind, to mend the job, 
Let him conſult your wiſer nob; 
But, why the pox ſhould he want me, 
When I ſuch mighty works can ſee? 
With wondrous ramparts - and a trench; 
Surely his engineers were French. 
The Greeks could never raiſe ſuch works; 
They'd baffle a whole hoſt of Turks; 
And yet he fears, as I conjecture, 
They cannot keep out ſwagg'ring Hector. 
When I along with Ajax ſteer d, 
Then no ſuch bullying work appear'd. . 
Theſe fighting Trojans from their wall 
Pop'd up their heads, and that was all. 
Once Hector ventur'd out indeed, 
But back I drove the knave full ſpeed ; - 
And had I tarry'd on the-plain, 
He ne'er had ventur'd out again 
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But we are enemies no more; 

To-morrow ſoon as pray'rs are o'er, 

If we can catch a leading gale, 

You'll ſpy my veſſels under fail ; 

And by the third day do not fear 

To ſee our craggy cliffs appear, 

Where I don't doubt but we ſhall find 

The heaps of goods I left behind, 

Huge iron pots, and one braſs kettle, 

And twenty ſaucepans of mixt metal: 

To theſe I'll add what I got here, 

Earn'd by my labour plaguey dear, 

With all my ſquare-ſtern'd thumping jades, 

By people here call'd country maids. 

I lik'd but one above them all, 

And that your ſcoundrel gen'ral ſtole. 

Then tell him thus, and do not fear ye 

To ſpeak that all the Greeks may hear ye, 

(And hearing may the thief deſpiſe, 

Whom they have been miſled to prize) 

For by my ſoul the raſcal ſtudies 

Only to make ye ſlaves and noddies ; 

( Tho? with his countenance of braſs 

He dare not let me ſee his face, 

For if he does, by all that's good, 

III drench my poniard in his blood) 
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For in the ſound of fam'd Bow bell 


Vet could he give me this rich town, 
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Tell him the man that ſcorns to fear him 
Will neither fight nor council near him. 
Let the poor dog, ſince Jove deprives him 
Of ſenſe, run where the devil drives him. 
Once he deceiy'd me, let that paſs, 

But if again, pray who's the aſs ! 

From knaves, ſo full of fraud and lies, 
All gifts and offers I deſpiſe. 

Nay, tho' he promis'd me the whole 

His rog'ry has from others ſtole, 

I'd ſooner ſtand to ſee him undone, 
Than have the wealth there is in London, 
Whoſe treaſures, judg'd by what they ſpend, 
Can ſurely never have an end ; 


Ten thouſand honeſt cuckolds dwell, 
All rich as Jews, and thoſe queer curs 
Are ſeldom poor where money ſtirs. 


His ſway again I ne'er would own. 
Tho' the bribes offer'd were as great 
As thoſe your miniſters of ſtate _ 
Are tempted with, tis he that offers, 
And from his hand I ſcorn all proffers. 
Nor ſhall his daughter ever be, 


I tell ye plain,' a wife for me, 
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Tho' ſhe were all in di'monds dreſt, 
And had of ev'ry thing the beſt; 
For I'm refolv'd to fow no ſeed ' 
On ſuch bad ground: I hate the breed. 
When I go home, if god ſpare life, 
I'll get my dad to chuſe a wife. | 
There's ſcarce a girl in Theſſaly, 
But will be glad to jump at me. 
With one of theſe I'll fit and prate, 
And plough and ſow my own eſtate; 
Amuſe myſelf with books and writing, 
And leave to fools and madmen fighting. 
Pray of what uſe is all our gain, 
If once we are in battle ſlain ? 
Not the beſt ale that e' er was drank, 
Nor all the money in the Bank, 
Not all the riches Troy can pour, 
Will fave your life a fingle hour. 
We may recover money loſt, 
Or naggs when ſtole on paying coſt; 
But if your breath you once let ſlip, 
O'd nick has got you on the hip, 
Who ne'er one finner let, tis ſaid, 
Return if he was fairly dead. 
Long fince my mother told my fortune, 
That I ſhould be demoliſh'd certain. 
N 2 
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If I ſtay here, my life *twill curtail, 
But then my fame will be immortal : 
If I go home, I change my fate, 
And ſpin out life a longer date ; 

Like country *ſquires I may lye ſnug, 
And ſnore a hundred years incog. 
This courſe, my friend, will I purſue, 
And warn the Grecians ſo to do; 
Seek their own homes without delay, 
Nor longer here for dry blows ſtay : 
For Jove, Tl! ſpeak it to his face, 
Defends this whoring Trojan race ; 
Their hopes he raiſes, quells their fears, 
But thunders in the Grecians' cars. 
And now e I've told you all my mind, 
Pray let your loggerheads be join'd 

In conſultation how to *ſcape 

Your preſent moſt unlucky ſcrape. 
This ſtring has ſnapt, and more will do't, 
Before Achilles ſtirs a foot. 

Theſe are the words I bid you ſay, 

So go, but let old Phoenix ftay ; 

I think that he ſhould have a tomb, 
To lay his grizzle beard at home; 
But notwithſtanding ſo, I ſay 
Himſelf ſhall chuſe to go or ſtay. 
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This ſpeech of ſpeeches, ended here, 
Made the three noble col'nels ſtare : 
When Phoenix roſe, but firſt he cry'd, 
And blubb'ring thus with ſobs reply'd 


(Tho! his old pipe was grown ſo weak, 


He did not ſeem to talk but ſqueak) : 
O great Achilles, wilt — fly, 


And leave the Greeks like rats to die ? 
If thou in wrath depart'ſt away, 

How ſhall thy old ſchoolmaſter ſtay ? 
When thy old father Peleus ſent 

Thee firſt to join thy regiment, 

And bid thee ſtay upon condition 

I bought the very firſt commiſſion, 
(For, to our ſcandal be it told, 
Commiſſions are both bought and ſold) 


He ſent me with thee to direct thee, 
And in that tender age protect thee, 
To guide thy growing judgment right, 
And teach thee both to wench and fight. 
His plan I always did purſue, 
And I ſhall hardly leave you now, 
Not if the gods, to tell you plain, 
Would deign to make me young again, 
Such as I was, when thrice a week 
I made the Grecian virgins ſqueak. 
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My dad ſo old, he ſcarce could move, 

Yet with a pox muſt fall in love. dd 
For my mam's ſake, I ſtrove t outwit him, 
And got the girl, ſo fairly bit him; | 
But the old heathen curſt and ſwore, 

That he would never ſee me more; 

And pray'd, whilſt rage thus made him wild, | 
That I might never have a child; 

And ſure I am, as you ſtand there, 

The devil help'd his wicked pray'r. 

I was damn'd mad, as I might well, 
And thought to ſend th' old rogue to hell, 
But ſome kind poblin ſtaid that thought, 
So all my anger came to nought. 

Then I would fly; ah! that I would, 


Let my friends do whate'er they could. 


Nine ſuns they watch'd me night and day; 
On the tenth eve I ran away 

With a lame tinker, whoſe good metal 
Had mended many a crazy kettle ; 

But grown unable now to trudge it, 
As formerly, I bore his budget ; 

And thus with eighteen pence a-piece, 
We took our travels through all Greece. 
Many a merry day we paſt, 
And weather'd many a bitter blaſt ; 
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But one good blaſt, I'm thankful, for't, 
Drove me to your old father's court; 
Who did to ſtay with him perſuade We, 


And dry nurſe to his ſon he made me; 


Gave me a fal'ry for my keeping, 
And a warm cottage-houſe to ſleep in; 
Made me the maſter of a ſchool, 

The Dolopean boys to rule. 

My gratitude to him I paid, 

By making thee ſo fine a lad. 

Though you cut ſuch a puff, d'ye fon, 
You had been nothing but for me. 
My time I never could employ 

On a more hopeful loving boy, 

Is very true, I can but fay, 

And gave me pleaſure ev'ry day 

To hear the little varlet mutter, 
Unleſs I cut his bread and butter, 
Often upon my knee he'd doſe, 

And puke his milk upon my cloaths, 
Which TI rubb'd off as foon as done, 
As if the lad had been my ſon. 

I thought, or may the dry pox rot me; 
The devil had at laſt forgot me; 
And ſpite of my old father's curſe, 

I was thy dad, and not thy nurſe ; 
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And well were all my cares. repaid, 

By rearing ſuch a hopeful blade ; 

But don't be croſs, regard our tears, 

A valiant heart no malice bears. 

When man repents, and turns from evils, 
He moves all hearts except the devil's ; 
When moving pray'rs to heav'n are ſent, 
They make the very gods repent. 

Pray'rs are but flow, becauſe they're lame, 
For which our churchmen are to blame, 
Who might have taught us to repeat 
Pray'rs with better legs and feet: 
Howe'er they make a ſhift to follow 
Injuſtice with a whoop and hollow. 
Although this dame Injuſtice runs 

Like wild-fire amongſt Adam's ſons ; 
Yet frequently theſe pray'rs do heal 

'The miſchiefs ſhe has made them feel ; 
And he that won't their voices hear, 
Jove often makes him pay full dear; 

For then at private man or king, 

He let's injuſtice take her ſwing ; 

'Then ceaſe, my boy, to curſe and ſwear, 
And hear our lamentable pray'r, 

Had not the gen'ral made ſubmiſſion, 
May I be ſous d to all perdition, 
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If I'd have ſpoke a ſingle ſentence, 


In hopes to bring thee to repentance ; 
Were he not now reduc'd as low 
As you could wiſh your mortal foe, 
Not Greece's treaſures, I'll aſſure you, 
Should make me plead againſt your fury ; 
But ſince he offers you ſo fairly, 
And decks his preſents out ſo rarely; 
And ſince theſe curious things, d'ye ſee, 
Are ſent by no leſs man than me, 
I would not have you ſhun the offer, 
You'll ne'er refuſe a better proffer ; 
Nor can I in a fitter place, 
Relate a tale that ſuits the caſe : 

Upon a ſteep and rocky mountain 
Stands Calydon beſide a fountain; 
Th' Ztolians ſtrove to take the rock, 
And the Curetians ſtood the ſhock. 
Long time they daily fought and hourly, 
And baſted one another purely. 
"T'was Cynthia' s doings all; but whether 
She ſet em by the ears together 
For cheating her of ſacrifice, 
Or what it was I can't deviſe; 
But ſo it prov'd, ſhe ſent a boar, 
Which grunted, routed, eat, and tore, 
The like was never ſeen before. 
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This beaſt which levell'd all the field, 
Great Meleager met and kill'd, 

Then all the neighb'ring towns flew in, 
And fought like devils for the ſkin. 

The bold Curetes, who durſt fight 
Againſt this valiant kill-boar knight, 
Got ſoundly drubb'd, and then in rage, 
He ſwore, he'd quit the fighting ſtage; 
And go to lead a quiet life; 

With fair Alcyone his wife. 

Her ſire was Idas, a brave knight, 
Who would with men and devils fight. 
Divine Marpaſa was her mother, 

So fair there ſcarce was ſuch another. 

Now that trim ſinging rogue Apollo 
This Idas“ handſome wife did follow, 
But cauſe he did not tamely chuſe 
To be a quiet Cheapſide ſpouſe, 

And live his godſhip's humble bubble, 
He all his life long gave him trouble; 
(Very fine principles you'll fay, 
Their godſhips had that time a-day, 

For bad as we all are, tis true, 

They're thought but rogues who do ſo now) 
But Alethea, though his mother, + 
Becauſe he chanc'd to kill her brother, 
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(An enrag'd woman, pray what worſe 1 e | 
Diſturb'd his quiet with her curſes 
Legions of fiends her curſes dre; | 
She curs'd *till all the ground look'd' blue. 
Partly with ſcream, and partly yell, 

She made them hear as far as hell. 

Her curſes had that damn'd effect, 

They made him ſtupidly neglect 

All other cares; Etolia preſs'd, 

And to the laft degree diſtrefs'd 

By foes all round, intreat his aid, 

And ſent a ſwinging long parade 

Of Aldermanic wigs and gowns, 

Collected from the neighb'ring towns; 
And, for a wonder, he that lead 

This ſweeping train, had got a head. 

He made a ſpeech, to beg he'd come 

To drive their adverſaries home; 

And, would he prove a good peaee- maker, 
They'd freely give him fifty acre 

Of as brave land as ever bore 

A pile of graſs, or crow flew Oer. 

His father came and made a bow, 

And all his ſiſters curt'ſy'd too. 

The curſing dame before him ftood ; 8 


But as for her he d — d her blood, 
As any man of ſpirit would. 
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His wife came laſt, and cries amain, 

That all the people would be lain 

The blood of many thouſands laviſh'd, 

And all the tender virgins raviſh'd, 

And tough one's too, as certain they 

Would ſeize the firſt that came !th' way. 
At this his ſword he took, and ſoon 

Drubb'd all the foes, and ſav'd the town; 

But *cauſe his coming was ſo tardy, 

Theſe ſame Etolians grew ſo hardy 

(Although he ſav'd both prieſt and church) 

To leave their Saviour in the lurch. 

Pray, therefore, curb thoſe furious pranks, 

Nor ſtay till we ſhall cun * no thanks: 

What will it bout to ſave the hoſt, 

After nine parts in ten are loſt ? 

Then draw your ſword, and ſet us free, 

And you a popiſh ſaint ſhall be. 

I'Il aſk the pope, if he knows where 

To find one day from ſaintſhip clear? 

Should there be none, I'm ſure he'll make 

Some ſhift or other for your ſake ; 

Some rogue he'll ſpy amongſt the crew, 

And kick him out to put in you, 


* Cun, a Yorkſhire word for give. 
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Achilles then returns this anſwer, 

My ever honour'd nurſe and grandſire, 
You know I can make twenty ſhifts, 
And therefore value no man's gifts; 

For if great Jove and I agree, 

The Greeks may hang themſelves for me, 
If he thinks fit I here ſhould linger, 
As long as I can wag a finger, 

I'll do't, and his commands obey ; 

But, mind me Phoenix what I ſay: 

No more attempt your friend to bubble, 
Nor for that ſcoundrel give me trouble ; 

[ little thought, old friend, not I, 

You could for ſuch a raſcal cry. 

Whether ſmall beer or ale we drink, 

My friend like me ſhould always think ; 
His thoughts the ſame with mine ſhould be, 
To hate a rogue as much as me | 
In this preſerve thy boſom warm, 

And ſhare the half of my large farm : 
What I've reſolv'd, you two may go, 
And let your ſpit-fire gen'ral know. 

As for our voyage, *till break of day, 
We ſhan't reſolve to go or ſtay. 

Then orders, as theſe words he ſaid, 


A pan of coals for Phœnix' bed, 
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Bluff Ajax, upon this oration, 
No longer could contain his paſſion ; 
But turning to Ulyſles ſpoke ; 

Thus to waſte time is all a joke; 
See what we've got for all our pain; 
Rot me, if &er I'll cringe again. 
Whether they like his words or no, 
"Tis highly proper we ſhould go, 

And give his anſwer to our friends, 

For each impatiently attends. 

No pray'rs can bring him to repentance, 
You ſee he ſcorns his old acquaintance ; 
Yet ſhould it happen, any other 
Should in a ſquabble loſe a brother, 

A juſt atonement is expected, 

And that you'll never find rejected. 

A father if he loſe a ſon, 

As oft”, too oft', God knows is done 
If the damn'd rogue who did the deed 
Chance to be rich enough to bleed 
A good round ſum, he's quickly freed. 
The hardeſt hearts but thine relent, 
And gifts can make a judge repent ; 
But Jove has form'd thy heart of ſteel, 
So poliſh'd that it cannot feel. h 
One wench was ſtale I own,” but he 
Will ſeven give as plump as ſhe. 
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Come then, and be of better mind, 
And to your begging gueſts prove kind, 
Elſe folks will ſay you gave a bit 
Of roaſt, and baſte us with the ſpit, 
Which will be hard upon us three, 
As none can prize you more than. we. 

Achilles thus: Well haſt thou ſpoke, 

My much-reſpected bully rock. 
Nothing on earth could pleaſe me worſe, 
Than to refuſe my good old nurſe; 
But when that fellow's name you mention, 
To all things elſe J loſe attention, 
So much the raſcal does provoke me, 
My paſſion riſes fit to choak me, 
And would, did I not give it vent: 
Thank God, I can and dare reſent. 
My uſage could not worſe have been, 
Were I his groom or chamberlain 
Diſgrac'd; becauſe he choſe to do it; 
My comfort is he lives to rue it: 
Then tell him this my reſolution, 
My ſtaff ſhall do no execution, 
Till Greece by Hector's ſoundly thraſh'd, 
And their dull loggerheads well ſmaſh'd ; 
When all their wa in flames are crackling, 
PI! ſtir to ſave my own old tackling ; 
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When Hector gets ſo far, then ſtrait 
My fiſt ſhall make him feel the weight. 

At this he handed them the cup, 
And they to keep their ſpirits up, 
Took each a pretty hearty ſup ; 8 
Then ſpilt the leavings of that round, 
For a libation on the ground. 
This done, they took 'em to their feet, 
And trudg'd away to find the fleet. 
In the mean time, Achilles' wenches 
Some ſheep-ſkins ſpread upon ſome benches ; 
The chief's beſt blankets then they lay, 
(Which worms had eaten half away) 
And that old Phoenix might lie ſnug, 
They brought their maſter's worſted rug. 
There the old fellow ſlept ſo ſound, 
You'd hear him ſnore a furlong round ; 
But great Achilles, that fly elf, 
Kept the beſt bed-room for himſelf, 
Where tripping off his cloaths with ſpeed he 
Whipp'd into bed to Diomede, ed 
A Leſbian girl, who mov'd ſo tightly, 
It made Bryſeis' loſs ſit lightly. 
Patroclus' bed was warm'd the laſt, 
And he his nights in pleaſure paſs'd 
By a fair maiden's fide call'd Iphis ; 
Where no ſuch jars as with a wife is, 


HOMER's ILIA D. 193 


This girl was well content to ſhare it, 

And took it juſt as he could ſpare it. | 

Now Ajax — Ulyſſes went | 

Directly to the gen'ral's tent, 

Where the old ſoakers they left there 

Kept drinking on to drown all care. 

Each man with glaſs in hand they found, 

Standing to drink one bumper round; 

One bumper more to crown the reſt, 

In Engliſh call'd the very beſt ; 

But, though the meaning is the ſame, 

In Greek it bears another name. 

Great Agamemnon 'ſpy'd 'em coming, 

And bid 'em ſpeak, and not ſtand humming. 
Why then, in ſhort, replies Ulyſles, 

A prouder fellow hardly piſſes, 

Than that Achilles where you ſent us: 

From him be ſure no good is meant us. 

He ſcorns your friendſhip, mocks our fears; 

The more we pray, the more he ſwears. 

You told him once, you did not want him; 

And now ſays he, No help I'll grant him; 

What need he my aſſiſtance call, 

Whoſe ſingle arm can fave you all ? 

To-morrow morn when up you get, 

You'll ſee my veſſels all fails ſet ; 

O 
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And if you'll take a fool's advice, 

You'll follow without thinking twice; 

For Jove, I ſpeak it to his face, 

Defends this whoring Trojan race. 

He'll ſave theſe raſcals from a ſcouring, 

Becauſe they like himſelf love whoring. 

Theſe were his words, what more appear'd, 

Both Ajax and the beadles heard; 

But Pheœnix in his tent he keeps, 

Where for this night th' old fellow ſleeps ; 

Though in the morn, he told us ſo, 

He'll give him leave to ſtay or go. 
Ulyſſes ceas'd, the congregation 

Seem'd in a dreadful conſternation ; 

Their eyes ſhew'd nothing but the whites, 

Juſt like our modern Culamites ; 

A look of horror ſpread all o'er 'em, 

As if they ſaw hell- fire before em; 

When up the bold Tydides ſprung, 

And in an inſtant found his tongue, 

(No ſtutt' ring orator would do, 

A nimble tongue was wanted now); 

So wild the Greeks began to ſtare, 

He ſaw there was no time to ſpare, 

So ſprung up nimbly from his ſeat, 

And found at once his tongue and feet: 
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Why ſhould we offer pray'rs and gifts, 
As if we had no other ſhifts ? 
Some other method muſt be try'd ; 

This man will crack his guts with pride 
And to proud folks the more ye pray, 
Ye are but further out o th' way. 

Have you not done, Sir, all you can do? 
And pray, what more can Ferdinando ? 
Let his ungovern'd fury rule him, 

Till reaſon or the devil cool him! 

Let him in his damn'd trantrums fit, 

And run or fight as he thinks fit ! 

We have it in our power to ſhew, 

We'll do as much as Men Can do; 

Therefore, to put us in good plight. 

For battle, let's drink hard all night. 

Then drink about to drown our ſorrow, 

Fighting will make us cool to-morrow. 

Soon as the ſun the welkin graces, 

Red as his own, he'll find our faces ; 

Nor ſhall he catch us faſt aſleep, 

But rang'd before the boats ſix deep ; 

And you Atrides in the front 

Muſt boldly ſtand and bear the brunt, * 

We do not often put you to't, 

Therefore expect for once you'll dot, 
O2 
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With ſhouts all praiſe this hero's ſpeech, 
Who two large bumpers fill'd to each; 
Then rolling down upon the floor, 
Began with one conſent to ſnore. 
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HT EARIN G Achilles would not come, 
It ftruck poor Agamemnon dumb; 
And though his heavy eyes kept — 
He could not fall aſleep for thinking 
How to avoid the dreadful flrait 
Himſelf had brought upon the flate ; 
For as, ſays he, our woeful pickle 
Requires that ev'ry man ſhall flickle, 
Why ſhould my nob on ſchemes be poring, 
W hilft all the reſt like hogs are ſnoring ; 
So up he gets, and ſends his brother, 
With Neſtor, Diom, and another, 
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To rouſe the Captains all, that whether 
To run or flay they might conſider. 

A council call*d, they ſend from thence, 
Two ſpies to ſteal intelligence; 

And ſteal they did, for by their prize, 
You'd ſwear he ſent two Yorkſhire ſpies, 
For after flealing ſev'ral purſes, 

They flole a ſpecial pair of horſes. . 
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HE Greeks, tho' ſorely drubb'd all 45 
Aſleep before their ſcullers lay, 

All but poor Agamemnon, who 
Could only nod a ſpell or ſo. 
Sleep he could not for thinking how 
T' eſcape this fi ry Trojan crew, 
As when a barrel of ſmall beer, 
No matter whether foul or clear, 
Begins to leak, drop follows drop 
As faſt as wanton ſchoolboys hop, 
So quick the hero ſobb'd and ſigh'd, 
And when he did not ſob he cry'd; 
Then with a face of rueful length, 
He peep'd to ſpy the Trojans' ſtrength, 
O4 1 
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When to his wond'rous great amaze, 
He ſaw a thouſand bonfires blaze, 

And heard fo plain the Trojans fart, 

It vex'd his very guts and heart 

To think the rogues were got ſo near, 
That he their very farts could hear, 
Which ſound he hated full as much 
As Britons do the belching Dutch. 

In wrath he ſeiz'd his pye-bald hairs, 
And lugg'd his loggerhead to pray'rs, 
Grunting full ſore, in great diſpute 
To hang himſelf, or fight it out. 
Now whilſt theſe thoughts his noddle peſter, 
He ſtrait reſolves to ſeek for Neſtor, 
And aſk advice how he may nick 

The Trojans by ſome flipp'ry trick. 
Inſtant he wraps his body- in 

A jacket made of lion's ſkin ; 

Then in a pair of ſlippers neat, 

He popp'd his royal dirty feet. 

His brother too the gripes had pot 

So bad, he could not ſleep a jot ; 
Becauſe theſe very Greeks which came 
To fetch away his light-heel'd dame, 
Were drawn into ſo bad a lay, 
They could not fetch themſelves away. 
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He being but of ſmaller note, 

A leopard's ſkin made him a coat, 
Which on he ſlipt, with cuff and band, 
Then took a broomſtick in his hand; 
And that he might in ſafety paſs, 

He cas'd his jobbernoul in braſs : 

Thus fitted out away he went 

To find his loving brother's tent, 
And**wake the knight; but on the ſtrand 
He found him *waken'd to his hand. 
Cloſe by his veſſel ſtood this lord, 
Buckling his faithful ruſty ſword. 

The younger brother firſt begun: 
Why puts my lord his dudgeon on ? 
"Thinks he of ſending out ſome ſpy 
This dark and diſmal night, to try 
Whether the Trojans are aſleep, 

Or watch like prudent fellows keep ? 
But who the pox, d' ye think will go 
On ſuch a taſk? I anſwer, no 

He that will play ſuch tricks as theſe 
Muſt be as brave as Hercules, 

The King replies, My loving brother | 
To thee my fears what need I ſmother, 
When caſes, like our caſe, are bad, 
The beſt of council muſt be had. 


8 . 
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I wiſh to Chriſt thou couldſt get Norton; 
Or, miſſing him, couldſt meet with Morton ; ; 
For Jove you ſee denies us aid, 

But helps that Trojan hect ring blade. 
Would ever man believe that one 

Could do the feats that he has done? 

But yeſterday that bluſt'ring ſcrub 

Did heaps of Grecian ſerjeants drub; 

The laſt ſun, e' re his light went out, 

Saw how he kick'd us all about; 

And yet like you and I, my brother, 

No cunning witch was this man's mother ; 
Nor eke no conjurer his father ; 

Yet put his actions altogether, 

The unborn Greeks ſhall wiſh him rotten, 
Who kill'd their dads e're they were gotten ; 
But hie thee now with all thy ſpeed, 
Tell bully Ajax, him we need; 

Next haſten to Idomeneus, 

And hurry him away to ſee us. 

To Neſtor I will go before ye; 

Perhaps he's telling ſome long ſtory, 

Such as at any time he'll make 

To keep the drowſey watch awake ; 

For that's his taſk to-night, and there 
Pm ſure th' old cock will ſhew his care; 
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But more eſpecially that ſtand 
Where Merion and his ſon command. 

Thus ſpoke the king, and Menelau 
Replies: Pray, brother, when J go, 
And ſhall your orders ſafely carry, 
Muſt I return, or muſt I tarry ? 

Tarry, be ſure, replies the brother, 
We elſe ſhall miſs of one another ; 
'The night is rather thick than clear, 
And candles are exceſſive dear: 
Beſides our lanthorns were, you know, 
All broke to tatters long ago. | 
But mind me, and the ſoldiers chear ; 
Tell *em what whelps their fathers were. 
For. us, fince things ſo bad are got, 
We &en muſt work or go to pot: 
Jove has decreed that man muſt labour, 
E'en kings muſt ſometimes help their neighbour, 
In former times they often did it, 
But now much oft'ner they forbid it. 
Myſelf don't care to buckle to't, 
Tho' now am rather forced to do't. 

At this each went their men to ſeek, 
The king ſoon found the queer old Greek, 
Stretch'd in his hamock ſnug ; he found him 
With ruſty ſwords and pikes around him, 
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Like an old coachman, tho? unable 
To drive, yet loves the ſmell o' th' ſtable. 
Th' old firelock on his guard did keep, 
A ſpright call'd Fear prevented ſleep ; 
His head reclining on his hand, 
He calls aloud, Plague on you, ſtand! 
Say who the pox are you that keep 
On watch, whilſt honeſt folks ſhould ſleep ? 
Are you ſome thief that hunts for prey ? 
Or ſeek ſome ſentry run away ? 
Be who you will it would undo ye, 
If I ſhould make the moon ſhine thro! ye. 
Then Agamemnon thus replies: 

T'11 tell thee all without diſguiſe; 
And thou, that art the Grecians' glory, 
Shalt hear my lamentable ſtory : 
For curſt ill fortune now aſtride is 
Acroſs the back of poor Atrides; 
And Jove reſolves, tho e'er ſo ſtout, 
With rubs and cuffs to wear him out. 
On my tir'd knees my body rocks, 
My heart againſt my liver knocks; 
On fifty things I think and think, 
But cannot ſleep a ſingle wink; 
I find myſelf confounded queer, 
Nor can I ſettle there or here. 
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For the poor Greeks I'm ſorely troubl'd, 

Becauſe by me they have been bubbl'd. 

Now if that cunning nob of thine 

Can but contrive ſome deep deſign 

How to repair this laſt day's ſcrubbing, 

And fave us ſuch another drubbing, 

Speak quickly and aſſiſt my need; 

A friend in need's a friend indeed. 

And then together will we go 

To chear the guards that watch the foe, 

Or likely theſe grim Trojan Tartars 

By night may beat up all our quarters. 
Neſtor replies: Old friend, you muſt 

In Jupiter put ſome ſmall truſt ; 

He's croſs ſometimes, but altogether 

He beſt can rule both wind and weather. 

This Hector, tho' he hector now, 

Another time what will he do? 

Should our Achilles come to fight him, 

You'd quickly ſee how he would fright him. 

Be that as t may, here Neſtor ſtands 

Ready to forward your commands. 

But let us ſummon for this bout 

Some other chiefs to help us out; 

Ulyſſes, full of fraud and cunning, 

Oileus, famous for his running, 
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Meges, an active ſtrong-back'd whelp, 

With Diomed, will greatly help. 

But let ſome nimbler ſpark, d'ye ſee, 

Than either your good grace or me, 

Run to the diſtant part o' th' fleet, 

And call the conſtable of Crete. 

With bully Ajax, I myſelf 

Will rouſe the ſleepy Spartan elf, 

Who, tho' your brother, blame muſt take 

For ſleeping when he ſhould awake. 

Now, as this war was of his brewing, 

He ought to do what you are doing, 

And therefore ſhould have taken care 

In work as well as ſleep to ſhare ; 

For now we're drove to ſuch a pinch, 

We're loſt if one bold captain flinch, 
To whom the king : Without diſpute, 

You're often right, but now you're out, 

My brother never takes the lead, 

Becauſe he knows who 1s the head, 

Contented humbly to obey, 

He follows. where I lead the way; 

But at this heavy pinch, d'ye ſee, 

He got up firſt and call'd on me, 

Then ran to rouſe the heroes two 


Yourſelf was ſpeaking of juſt now; | 
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And whilſt we idly here are prating, 
I'll hold a teſter they are waiting 
Where I a council bad them call, 
Betwixt the ditch and navy wall : 
. There they may fit both ſnug and warm, 
The watch will keep 'em ſafe from harm. 
Quoth Neſtor : Say you ſo, my prince ? 
'Tis proper then we travel hence... 
I'll quickly get myſelf arrayed ; 
He that can act ſhould be obeyed. | 
With that his gummey eyes he waſhes, | 
And cas'd his legs in ſpatterdaſnes; | 
Then on his arms began to pull h q 
An old red waiſtcoat lin'd with wool; ' 
And 'e're he left the tent he took ] 
A ſaplin of the tougheſt oak. . | 
Then through the drowſey croud he paſs d, | 
And call'd Ulyſſes out in haſte. | 
Ulyſles ſtarting heard his voice, 
And ran to ſee who made ſuch noiſe. 
Old dad, ſays Ithacus, I'm ſorry 
To find your beard in ſuch a hurry. 
You muſt be in a woeful fright 
To wander out ſo late at night: 
Thoſe ſcoundrel rogues of reformation, - 
The peſt of ours and ey'ry nation, 
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Diſturb ſo grave a man as you. 
When Neſtor anſwers: O Ulyſſes, 

Thy cunning noddle ſeldom miſſes 
To trace out knowledge where ſhe dwells, 
As folks gueſs eggs by ſeeing ſhells. 
But now we lack to mend what's paſt, 
Of wiſdom every grain thou haſt, 
Each ſpark of ſenſe that nature gave us, 
Muſt be employ'd this night to ſave us: 
Reſolve we muſt before tis day 

Whether to fight or run away ; 
For if it ſhould be found, upon 
A conſultation, we muſt run, 
Tis proper we ſhould ſoon depart, 
'The night will lend us ſpecial ſtart. 

The moment that Ulyſſes heard 

This ſpeech from honeſt grizzle-beard, 
He turn'd him ſhort, and in he went 
To fetch his potlid from his tent, 
Made of a flaming old coach door, 
And therefore finely painted o'er 
Which done he join'd the captains twain, 
And follow'd cloſe along the plain, 
Quickly bold Diomed they found to 
Beſide his tent upon the ground, ( 
With all his bloods and bucks around. 
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In ſpite of fear they flept fecure, 

A mile at leaſt you'd hear em ſnore. 

Around the circle ſtood a row 

Of ſtaves that made a tearing ſhew : 

On earth a cow's black hide was ſpread, 

Which ſerv'd to make this hero's bed, 

Who for his pillow roll'd a piece 

Of moth-eat tap'ſtry brought from Greece. 
Old Neftor kick'd him with his foot 

To wake him, but could hardly do't. 

Then with a thund'ring voice he cries : 

For god's ſake Diomed ariſe ; 

How can you thus lie ſnoring here, 

Whilſt all your comrades funk for fear ? 

The Trojans upon yonder hill 

Can leap our walls whene'er they will. 
At this Tydides rubs his eyes, 

And views old grey-beard with ſurpriſe. 

What brings you here, the captain ſaid, 

Who ought to be aſleep in bed ? 

If *tis reſolv'd no man ſhall ſleep, 

But ev'ry ſoul on guard muſt keep, 

Send younger puppies to awake 'em, 

"Tis hard on you to undertake 'em ; 

They ſleep fo ſound to drown their fears, 

They'll want ſome lugging by the ears. 
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Neſtor replies: My friend, d'ye fee, 


I thank you for your care of me. 

I might have ſent an aid-de-camp, - 
You know the cheſt allows me one, 
Or given orders to my ſon ; 

But things are now fo bad we muſt 
No mortals but our own felves truſt ; 
So ſtrangely are we out of joint, 
Each man ſtands on a needle's point, 
And therefore each in this diſaſter 
Muſt ſhew himſelf a ballance-maſter, 
And ballance right, for now or never 
He ſtands or tumbles down for ever. 
Yet as the greatneſs of my age 
Seems thy attention to engage, 
So ſoon as thou haſt got thee dreſt, 


Go thou, my boy, and rouze the reſt. 


In this thy youth employ'd may be ; 
Serving thy borough's ſerving me. 


He ſaid; when lo! the valiant knight 
Jump'd from his cow-ſkin bolt upright ; 


Then with, a wooden ſkewer did pin 
Acroſs his back a lion's ſkin, 


Which he had plunder'd in great wrath 


From an old lion ſtarv'd to death; 


> . * 
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Then graſp'd a cudgel in his hand, 
And ſcowr'd away along the ſtrand. 
Bold Meges' legs he firſt did ſhake, 
Then kick'd the leſſer Ajax wake; 
Juſt gave 'em time to don their ſhoes, 
Then hy'd to th' place of rendevouz. 
And now they all approach'd the gate, 
Where twenty ragged ſentries ſat : 
A ſharp look-out the knaves did keep, 
Fear would not let them fall aſleep. 
Thus have I ſeen, if right I judge it, 
A cur-dog guard a tinker's budget. 
The thief to ſteal the budget tries, 
Yet cannot gain the weighty prize; 
Turn as he may, do what he will, 
The mongrel guards the budget ſtill. 
Juſt fo theſe loons at ev'ry ſound 
Would whip their eyes and ears around ; 
Tho' the leaſt noiſe did ſo affright em, 
It made the better half be —— em. 
Old Neſtor joy'd to find em wake, 
And each man by the hand did ſhake, 
Tho' had his noſe been worth the keeping, 
He ſoon had ſmelt what barr'd their ſleeping ; 
However, at his uſual rate, 
The good old ſoul began to prate: 

TY 
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My ſons, ſays he, if thus you watch, 

"Theſe Trojans ſoon will meet their match; 57 

But if you ſlack your hands a jot, 10 70 

Tis ten to one we go to pot. . 
This faid, he o'er the trench did ſtride, 

With all his bullies by his ſide; 

His urchin and bold Merion join'd 'em, 

And march'd a ſtep or two behind 'em. 

A place they found, which all that day 

Had ſhar'd but little cudgel play, 

The very ſpot where Mrs. Night 

Had ſtop'd great Hector in the fight ; 

And had he not been fo o'ertaken, 

Nought could have ſav'd the Grecians' bacon; 

No other ſpot on all the plains 

Was free from blood, and guts, and brains. 

Here they ſat down, when Neſtor's ay. pac 

Its uſual clack began to run : | 

Is there, ſays he, an heart of oak 

Mongſt us, is there a bully rock, 

| Dares ſteal into the Trojan camp, 

Without the aid of link or lamp, 

To ſeize ſome ſtragler in the dark, 

Or liſten and their councils mark, 

Whether they mean our boats t A" 

Or to their village haſten back. 
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This could he learn and tell our peers, 

And ſafe return with both his ears, 

What an amazing ſhare of glory. | 

Would fall to him in future ſtory, 

When good old wives ſhall tell the tale 

O'er roaſted eggs and butter'd ale: 

Beſides his country would beſtow 

A ſcore of ſhillings, if not two; 

And when our chiefs their mutton roaſt, 

His ſhare would always be the moſt. 
Struck ſpeechleſs by the goddeſs Fear, 

The captains look'd confounded queer, 

All but the bold. T'ydides, who 

Bawls out: Why I myſelf will go 

Thro' all the Trejan camp, and try 

What weighty matters I can ſpy. 

Within my breaft a fpirit lies 

That tells me I ſhall gain ſome prize; 

Not ſuch a ſpright as moves the quaker, 

When he turns carnal undertaker ; 

This is a knowing honeſt ſpright, 

As true as Highland ſecond fight. 

But you muſt find me a comrade, 

Tho' pray don't think that I'm afraid; 

This truth J only dwell upon, 

Two heads are better far than one: 

Fe 
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For in a ſcrape, without diſpute, 
One man may help another out; 
Beſides, you'll all allow *tis certain, 
One bully can another hearten. 
The moment this harangue was done, 
Up jump'd the captains every one; 
For as one man was only wanted, 
That each would *ſcape they took for granted. 
Both the Ajaces firſt begun, 
Then Merion, and old Neſtor's ſon, 
With the bold Spartan cuckold, offer'd, 
And laſt, the ſly Ulyſſes proffer'd. 
When thus great . bellows, 
Now, by my ſoul, you're clever _— 
But the bold-hearted Diomed 
Knows beſt the man will ſerve his yy 
Therefore ſans favour or affection, 
Take thou, my boy, thy own election, 
Twixt man and man pay thou no deff rence, 
Nor give to any lord the pref'rence, 
Unleſs it ſuit thy own accord, 
Not merely, *cauſe he is a lord. 
The gen'ral thus his fears did ſmother, 
Leſt he ſhould chuſe his loving brother. 
Then thus ſays Diomed the Steady, 
My Lord, I've made my choice already; 
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Nor think my judgment much amiſs is, 
When I declare J chuſe Ulyſles, 

Of courage I a portion have | 
But then he's wiſe as well as brave. 
His plotting nob where'er he goes, 
Makes him a ſcare- crow to his foes; 
Guided by ſuch a cunning elf, 

Fl face great Beelzebub himſelf. 

Ulyſſes cries, My friend, huſh ! huſh ! 
You'd make a modeſt fellow bluſh ; 
None but a courtier, or his grace, 

Can bear much praiſing to his face; 
But whilſt we chatter thus and prate, 
We never dream it grows ſo late; 
White ſtreaks the bluiſh ſky do wrinkle, 
And the north ſtar begins to twinkle. 
If any thing we think of doing, 
I'm ſure its time we ſhould be going. 
- No ſooner was it ſaid than done; 
They whipp'd their greaſy buff-coats on 
When Thraſymed on's own accord, 
Lent a rare potlid and a ſword _ 
To Diomed, who bow'd and tock it. 
He then lugg'd out an old church bucket, 
With dirt and mouldy greaſe o'erſpread : 
This ſerv'd to caſe the champion's bead. 
P 4 
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Ulyſles next was fitted out; e 
A ſword was lent him for this bout. 

A bow upon his left arm hung 

The quiver o'er his back was flung ; 

When Merion gave to guard his ſcull 

A leathern ſcull-cap lin'd with wool, 
Which was made wond'rous fine before 
With two grim tuſhes of a boar. 

This ſcull- cap, though fcarce worth a blouſe, 
Was ſtole by one Antolychus 

From rich Amyntor, and the knave 

The prize to Amphidamus gave; 

To Molus, Amphidamus lent it, 

And he to valiant Merion ſent it; 

By Merion it was given now, 

To guard this ſly old ſoaker's brow. 

'Thus fitted out, no leave they take, 

But ſcower away through buſh and brake ; 5 
When up before their noſes flew 

A bird we call a heron-ſue ;. | - 
Though *twas ſo dark they could not ſpy, 
What bird it was by th' naked eye; | 
Yet, though to you it odd may feem, 

They knew her when they heard ans ſream- 
Ulyfles, who was glad to ftart up EN 
On any theme to keep his heart up, - 
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Swore, that as to the right ſhe flew, 

The omen was both good and true, 

Portending vaſt ſucceſs : ſo ſaying, _ 

The cunning raſcal falls to praying : | 

Daughter, ſays he, of thund' ring Jove, 
Who holds you all in awe above 

(For did he not the ſcales keep even, 

You'd out o' th* windows throw his heaven)! 

Thou, who haſt aided my eſcape 

From many a bitter bang and ſcrape, 

Aſſiſt us, whilſt this night we roam, 

To ſteal and carry ſomething home | 

That Trojans yet unborn may rue 

The loſs of goods they never knew. 

Then Diomed began to pray, 

But ſpoke juſt as a man may ſay: 

—— of Jove, began he too, 

(For ſhe was friend to both he knew} 

Hear me, who do not often pray, 

But wiſe Ulyſſes leads the way: 

As you my Ather did defend, _ 

I hope you'll on his ſon attend, 

When leaving black Eſopus' banks, 

He mingled with the Theban ranks, 

A meſſenger he went from Greece, 

To tell em they'd be glad of peace; 
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But though he carry'd peace, you know, 
He ſoon return'd a bitter fo; 
Then fighting bore down all reſiſtance, 
And drubb'd' his ſcores by thy aſſiſtance; 

Now as thou didſt my father help, 
Prithee, aſſiſt his hopeful whelp ; 
And by my ſoul, as I'm a ſinner, 
I'll aſk you to a handſome dinner. 
I'll kill a cow both fat and good, 
And you ſhall have the guts and blood. 

Thus pray'd theſe doughty valiant peers, 
And Pallas heard with both her ears ; 
Then like two hungry half-ſtary'd cats, 
Who long to be amongſt the rats, 
They crept, as if they trode on eggs, | 
Through heaps of mangled arms and legs, 
Now Hector from the cloſe of day 
Had ta'en as little reſt as they; 
His Trojan bloods around him fate 
In ſolemn council to debate, 
When thus the mighty Trojan peer 
Began a ſpeech which you ſhall hear : 
Is there a buck dares venture ded. 

To gain a ſwinging great reward ? 
Dares venture hard, I ſay, and get 
To learn what's doing in yon fleet? 
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Spy if a proper watch they keep, 
Or, weary'd out, are dropp'd afleep ? 
What reſolution is begun? 
Or if they think to ſtay or run? + —_ 
By him that rolls the rumbling thunder, 
P11 give him choice of all the plunder, | 
The coach that pleaſes him the beſt 
Shall be his own ; we'll take the reſt. 

Juſt as he ſpoke, their eyes were all on 
A ſimple yonkſter fix'd, call'd Dolon, N 
Eumedes' only ſon and pride, 
But he had five fine girls beſide. 
The boy was rich in golden ore, 
And yet the baſtard wanted more. 
This lad was in Sir Phelim's caſe, 
Not handſome body'd in the face; 
But when he choſe to buckle to't, 
Could rate away a ſpecial foot. 

Hector, ſays he, myſelf will venture 
This mighty Grecian fleet to enter. | 
Hold up your truncheon in your hand, 
And ſwear to grant what I demand; © 
For you muſt know, good Sir, my will is 
To have the horſes of Achilles ; N 
"Twill pleaſe me much thoſe nags to get, =P 
Becauſe they are a handſome ſet. TY 
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With this encouragement I'll go, 

And learn what they deſign to do; 

To ſpy their actions fully bent, 

P11 ſteal to Agamemnon's tent. | 
His truncheon then above his head 

Great Hector rear'd, whilſt thus he ſaid : 

Be witneſs thou, whoſe rumbling thunder 

Makes wicked reprobates knock under, 

Drives the vile ſcoundrels helter fkelter 

To ale and cyder vaults for ſhelter, 

_ I promiſe, *e're the foe we fall on, 

To give theſe nags to none but Dolon. : 
Thus Hector ſwore; but Jove, they ſay, 

Was looking then another way. þ 

Whether ſome bullock's guts were ding | 

And he that way his head was turning; 

Or ſaw ſome virgin, which was better, 

And was contriving how to get her, 

Thinking if he from home could gull her, 

Like fair Europa, he might bull her; 

Be that as't may, his noddle now 

Heard not a word of Hector's vow. 

Howe'er the lad prepar'd to go, 

And flung acroſs his back his bow; 

'T hep o'er his narrow ſhoulders ty'd, F- 

To keep him warm, a grey wolf's hide; 
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His brown fur cap was lin'd within 
With rabbit, or elſe ferret's kin; 
An oaken ſtaff his right hand bore? 
Thus went he, to return no more. 
A mile he walk'd not, nor three quarter, 
Before he met this pair of Tartars. 

Ulyſſes heard him firſt, and cries 
To Diomed: My ears tell lyes, 

If I don't hear the ſound of feet, 

That ſeem to travel to the fleet; 

Some ſpy perhaps by lucre led, 

Or pilf*ring rogue that robs the dead: 

Be what he will we here will lay, 

Quite ſnug, and let him go his way, 

Till opportunity ſhall come 

To get betwixt the knave and home; 

Then if he prove for us too ſpeedy, 

My friend, take care that you be ready 
To intercept him in this track, 

And Tl take care he ſhant get back. 

At this they ſtep'd along the-graſs, 
And ſtoop'd to let poor Dolon paſs. 1 
Go where he would theſe ſharpers mind We 
And follow pretty cloſe behind him; 4 
There was not, could the eye have ſeen em, 
Above a rood of land between em. 
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Now Dolon heard a fort of humming, 

But thought ſome meſſenger was coming 

To bring him back, *till drawing near 

He quickly ſmelt out who they were. 

Swift as a hare away he flew, 

Whilſt they like ſtanch old hounds purſue ; 

Cut ſhort the ground he ſcamper'd over, 

And met him as he made to cover. 

Thus by preventing his retreat, 

They drove him near the Grecian fleet : 

When {trait it pop'd into the head 

Of this ſame kill-cow Diomed, 

Thinks he, if any. Greek come out, 

And 'ſpy what I am now about, 
He'll kill this loon or take him, ſo 

What I have done for nought will go. 

At this he roars with threat'ning hand 
You curſed dog, if you don't ſtand, 
By Jove, T'll nail you to the ſtrand ! 
His truſty broomſtaff then he threw, 

Which over Dolon's ſhoulder flew, 

But whiz'd ſo as it paſs'd his ear, 

It ſtak'd him to the ground with fear: 

Trembling he ſtood a dev'liſh odd piece, 

Whilſt his teeth chatter'd in his c--piece, 
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The captains, almoſt burſt with trying 

T' outrun him, came and ſeiz'd him crying. 
Blubb'ring he roars : O ſpare my young; | 

And, mind me what I ſay is truth, 

My dad, tho' covetous and old, 

Shall give you each a purſe of gold. 

_ Uly. (to whom, ſhould I ſpeak truth, 

Gold always gave a wat'ry mouth) 

At preſent makes this queer reply : 

Be bold, my cock, don't fear to die. 

But tell us, why inſtead of ſleeping 

You chuſe to ſpend your time in peeping. 

Did Hector bribe you to find out 

Our ſecrets, or by choice you do't ? 

Or are you ſome low raſcal bred, 

Come to ſteal watches from the dead? 

Tell us, my boy, and tell us true, 

And then you'll ſee what we ſhall do, 

_ Whilſt Dolan took ſome time to pauſe, 

His grinders ratt'ling in his jaws, 

With doleful phiz at laſt he ſpeaks : 

I'll tell ye all, thrice worthy Greeks ! 

Tas Hector's bribes, and only that, 

He promis'd me the lord knows what, h 

No leſs, for which he has my curſes, * 

Than great Achilles' coach and horſes; 
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For much againſt my mind I enter'd, 
And on this curſt commiſſion ventur'd, _ 
Which was to learn if here you * 
Or were prepar'd to run away, 

Or if there was a chance of catching 
You faſt afleep inſtead of watching. 

Body o' me, Ulyfles cries, 

You aſk'd a very noble prize, 

But did not know, you ſtupid elf, 

No man can guide em but himſelf ; 
Achilles' fiery ſteeds I mean, 

Such mettled tits are ſeldom ſeen; 

But he can ſtop em with a twitch, 
Cauſe got upon a water witch, 

Tho', was he only mortal man, 

He'd guide em none, for no man can. 
Now ſay, and in thy tale be brief, 
Where lies the bluſt'ring Trojan chief, 
And in what quarter ftands his ſtable, 
We'll ſteal his nags if we are able; 
Where do the other captains ſleep? 
What kind of watchmen do they keep? 
But I would have you take great care, 
You tell us what their councils are, 
Whether they'll ſtay our ſhips t' annoy, 
Or guard that curſt old borough Troy. 
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Thus ſpake Ulyſſes; and this Dolon, 
Whom theſe two rogues defign'd to fall an, 
Cries, like a coward ſon of whore: ' 
I'II tell you all the truth and more. b 
On Ilus' grave, as I conjecture, | 
The peers now club their pates with Hedtor: 
As to the watchmen, a ſmall hare 
Are thinly ſcatter'd here and there, 

And e'en thoſe few that watch ſhould keep, 
Like city watchmen, ſoundly fleep. 

The Trojans only Leep awake, | 
And watch for wives” and children's ſake ; 
But for the foreigners that come 

For aid, their wives are ſafe at home, 
Which makes them ſnore as free from care - 
As if your Greekſhips were not near. 

Then ſays Ulyſſes: Friend, I pray 
Where do thoſe ſleeping fellows lay? 
Amongſt the Trojans do they ſnore, 

Or by themſelves along the ſhore ? 
I'll tell you all, replies the ſpy, 


And how their doughty ſquadrons lye. 

The Peons firſt, whoſe twanging bows 

Make curſed work amongſt their foes: 

The Carions, ſharp as wolves or falcons: 

Then the Pelaſgians, and the Caucons: 
2 | 
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And laft the Leleges, who lye 

Along the coaſt : and pretty nigh, 

A little higher, ſleeps the Lycian, 

With the Mzonian, and the Mycian : 
All ſnug, near Thymbra's old mud wall, 
The Phrygian horſe are there : and all 
The Thracians by themſelves are laid ; 
Theſe lately came to Hector's aid, 

Led by a man as rich as Crceſus, 

J heard folks ſay his name was Rheſus ; 
In your born days you never ſaw 

Such milk-white tits, they beat the ſnow z 
With filver all his cart is grac'd, 

And his buff jacket double lac'd. 

Now you have heard my mournful ditty, 
I hope you'll ſpare a little pity ; 

Keep me a pris'ner *till you try 

If I don't ſcorn to tell a lye. 

When Diom anſwers : I have now 
No pity left for rogues like you; 
Should we diſmiſs thee home to-night, 
Thow lt never face a man in fight, 

But ſure as eggs we by and by 
Should catch thee peeping as a ſpy. 

The moment that theſe words he ſaid, 

He from his ſhoulders whip'd his bead, 
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Which at that time for grace was ſeeking, 
So as it fell continued ſpeaking, 
And even when upon the ground 
Emitted forth a mutt'ring ſound. 
Quickly theſe champions fierce begin 
To ſteal his cap and grey wolf's ſkin, 
Nor did they miſs his bow and ſtick ; 
When pop, and in the very nick, 
It came into Ulyſles' head 
To cheat his comrade Diomed. 

Tydides, ſays this face of gallows, 
One day as I held chat with Pallas, 
She told me maugre all her care, 
Her goat-ſkin coat was grown thread-bare, | 
She therefore would be much my debtor, 
If I another coat could get her; 
From Monmouth-ſtreet, ſhe ſaid, would do, 
*Cauſe ſhe could not afford one new : 
Times are as hard, ſhe let me know, 
Above ſtairs as they are below; 
And adds, If you a bow ſhould ſee 
That's pretty cheap, pray buy it me. 
What better can ſhe have than theſe ? 
Which we'll preſent her if you pleaſe; 
Then without waiting a reply, 
Thus pray'd, and upward cock'd his eye: 

Q 2 
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Broughtonian queen, receive theſe goods, 

And do not leave us in the ſuds, 

But with good luck reward our deeds ; 

And help to fteal the Thracian ſteeds ; 

Nor ſuffer any Trojan ſcrub 

Thy true and trufty *ſquires to drub. 

T will only be a grateful deed, 

To help us in this time of need, 

Becauſe of all the heav'nly crew 

We ſay our pray'rs the firſt to you. 

With ſapient face, fo ſaying, he 

'The bloody ſkin hangs on a tree, 

T ho? not ſo high but he could reach it, 

Pallas he knew would never fetch it; 

Then ſcatter'd reeds along the track, 

To help to guide their rogueſhips back. 

Now ofer the field they ſculk away, 

Like bailiffs hunting for their prey. 

They found the Thracians faſt aſleep, 

Rang'd in their proper lines three deep; 

Their broomſtaffs ſcatter d on the ground; 
Behind their carts their nags were bound. 

The luckleſs Rheſus ſoon they ſpy 

Amongſt his raggamuffins lye; 

His ſnorting horſes by his ſide 

Were to his flaming cart tail ty'd. 
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Ulyſſes, dev'liſh quick of fight, 
Was firſt to ſee th? unlucky wight. 

Then pointing, to his comrogue cries : 
See there, my boy, a tempting prize! 
Rheſus, the cart, and horſes too, 

Are planted fair within your view; 
Beſides the jirkin lac'd with gold, 

Of which we were by Dolon told. 

I think it's hard, before we part 

If one of us can't ſteal the cart; 

But if for higher ſport you feel, 

Kill you the loons, the naggs I'II ſteal. 

He ſaid, and Pallas at this pinch 
Lifted her bully's heart an inch 
Above its mark. He fell to kicking, 
Slaſhing, cutting throats, and ſticking, 
As if the devil had directed, 

And all his roguiſh tricks protected; 
Where'er the raſcal walk'd or ſtood, 

He made the ground all wet with blood. 
Juſt fo the cat that guards the houſe, 
Leaps from the dreſſer on a mouſe ; 

Pots, pans, and kettles, all give way, 
*Till puſs has ſeiz d the trembling prey. 
Nor was this hangdog out of breath, | 
Till twelve poor ſouls were ſtuck to death. 
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Ulyſſes, as his friend did ſtick em, 
Behind a cock of hay did kick 'em, 

For fear, he ſaid, the horſes might 
At dead men's bodies take a fright; 
But the true reaſon was I ween 

To pick their fobs without being ſeen ; 
And that he did ; but by the bye, 

Tis only. known to you and I, 
Now having murder'd twelve, at laſt 
They found poor Rheſus ſnoring faſt. 
Pallas had ſent an ugly dream, 
Wherein'a Dutch-built thief did ſeem 
To ſhake a ſnickerſneeing knife, 

And fwear he'Il have his purſe and life. 
All this he dreamt, old Homer knew, 
But never wak'd to find it true. 

Quick to the ſteeds Ulyſſes run, 

And put their beſt curb-bridles on, 
Leading them out, to make em go, 

He ſmack'd their buttocks with his bow, 
(Tho' the whip hung where he might reach it, 
His hurry was too great to fetch it) ; 
Then tipp'd the fign to Diomed 

To come away with all his ſpeed ; 

But he was ſtanding in a doubt, 
Whether to kill more men quite out; 
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Or by main ſtrength to drag along 

The cart where Rheſus Jacket hung. 
Whilſt he conſiders what to do, 

Pallas appears, and cries, Pray go! 
Enough in conſcience have you done, 
*Tis time to ply your heels and run. 

In jobbs like theſe the man that lingers, 
Stands a fair chance to burn his fingers. 
When Diom. heard Minerva fay, 

That ſhe would have him run away, 

He knew ſhe ſcorn'd her friends to banter, 
So mounts, and pops into a canter. ; 
Ulyſſes with his bowſtring flogging, 
Took care to keep theſe cart- tits jogging. 
Now ſage Apollo, Hector's friend, 

Had ſeen the jade from heav'n deſcend, 
And gueſs'd it was for no good end. 
He ſaw her help this Diomed 

To kill poor people in their bed; 

Which vex'd him ſo, he whipp'd him down, 
And wak'd the truſty Hippocoon, 

Who came on Rheſus to attend, 

And was his cous. as well as friend. 

The moment that this loving couſin 
Awak'd, he ſaw a baker's dozen 
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Of Thracians killed, and what much worſe is, 
The rogues had carry'd off the horſes : - 
At this poor Hip. began'to cry, ith 
And wring his hands moſt bitterly. 

For all he ſobb'd, but Rheſus long 
Remain'd the burthen of his ſong. 

The [Trojans flock about and tare, 1 
Wond'ring what raſcals had been there. 

In the mean while theſe Yorkſhire dealers, 
By London juries call'd horſeſtealers, 

As they convey'd their tits away, 

Had reach'd the place where Dolon lay. 
Ulyſſes ſtopp'd, and begg'd Tydide 

To light, and fetch the grey wolf's hide, 
With arrows, bow, and ſtaff, and all 

They had from long-legg'd Dolon ſtole. 
This done, with all their might and main, 
They ſcower away along the plain. 

Old Neſtor was in woeful doubt, 

And therefore kept a ſharp look-out ; 

So when the thieving rogues drew near em, 
No wonder he was firſt to hear em. | 
And hear he did, for to the peers 

He cries, if I can truſt my ears, 

Surely the ſound of horſesꝰ feet 

Are ſcamp'ring this way to our fleet; 


Some geldings they perhaps have ſtole, 
(I wiſh they may with all my ſoul) 

And now, perhaps, are rattling come 

In triumph with their booty home; 
Though I cannot help looking blue: 
Pray, Jove, my fears don't prove too true 
But I'm afraid they may be watch'd; 

If ſo, they'll ſoon be over-match'd; 

And then, (avert it, O ye gods |) 
Demoliſh'd will they be by odds. 

Theſe words had hardly dear d his gums, 
But up the rogue Tydides comes. 

Ulyſſes follow'd. Off they jump, | 
'The green-ſword rattl'd with the thump. 
Each captain ſhak'd them by the hand, 
With, well, and how do matters ſtand ? 
We funk'd a little, faith and troth, | 
Leſt we ſhould loſe you one or both. at | | 
But filence call'd, the queer old Greek, 5 
Who always claim'd firſt turn to ſpeak, _ | 
Begins : Say, O ye ſons of thunder, 


From whence could you purloin this plunder ? 

My thoughts, you'll ſay, are ſomething as 

But ſure you've robb'd a ſleeping god. 

*Tis ſtrange, where you theſe nags —_ 41 get 

Apollo has not ſuch a ſet, ,,. 
R 8 
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Though he's oblig'd, or lofe his pay, 
To run his hacknies ev'ry day; "RUNS 
And therefore in diſcretion' ought - 
To have the beſt that can be bought. 
Mine eyes, tho' turn'd of thrice ee 
Such horſes never ſaw before; 1 
But ſpeak the truth, if on the road 
You did not meet ſome gen rous god 
To give 'em, as you both I know 

Are lik'd by Jove and Pallas too. 

When Ithacus begins to chatter : 
Old dad, ſays he, tis no ſuch matter. 
God gives us grace, and that of courſe is 
Much better for our. ſouls than horſes ; 
But theſe grey nags were born in Thrace 
'Their maſter to a better place, FF | 
Or worſe, is gone, I can't {ay whither, 
But bold Tydides ſent him thither z 
And with him a round dozen went, 

Of folks, who for his guards were meant; 
And they have prov'd ſo very civil, | 
As guard their maſter to the devil. 

This ſaid, he whips him up a ſwitch), 
And ſpank'd the horſes o'er the ditch. 
The Grecians follow'd all the way, 
Roaring, Huzza | huzza } huzza 
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Where in a queeriſh kind of hut, 
Y*clep'd a ſtable they were put. 
There his old tits not worth a guinea, 
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And ne'er ceas d baths as they. went, 
Until they reach'd the gen'ral's tent; 
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Then for a handſome ſort of treat, 


As oats were ſcarce, they gave em wheat. 


This done, Ulyſſes takes a trip 
With Dolon's hide, on board his ſhip ; 


Where on the ſtern-poſt did he ſtretch it, 
Then bad Minerva come and fetch it; 


But the arch rogue was pretty clear 


The ſkin would fall to his own ſhare. 
Now in the ſea to keep em ſweet, 
They waſh'd their dirty ſweaty feet, 
And to refreſh them from their toil, 
Their noſes rubb'd with fallad oil; 

And then to give their ſtomachs eaſe, 
Each cut a ſlice of bread and cheeſe ; 
But, as on Pallas firſt they think, 

To her they fill th' firſt glaſs of drink, 
Which gently on the ground they pour, 


And bid her lick it off the floor; 


But how ſhe does, to me's a doubt, 
Which I could never yet make out; 
R 2 
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And now theſe jovial lucky Ae, b 
Chaunted, Old Roſe, and burn the bellows, 
Depending that this cuffing jade, * 

In the next prank would lend em aid, 

Joyful they drink, and ſing, and roar, 

Till they can ſing and drink no more. 
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